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(HE GIPSY PUSHED BACK THE RED HOOD, AND DISCLOSED THE ORISP, BLACK OUBLY HAIR CF PHILIP ABNIEON !] 


BERYL’S SECRET. 


Siete 
OHAPTER XIil, 

Tuere waa trouble at The Towers. Lord 
Chesney wae ill, Toe old man who had 
shown Beryl so much kindness, who was 80 
fond and proud of his beautifal grandchild, 
was very near death, and his danger filled 
every heart around him with sadness. 


me about so gradaally that they 

were not prepared for it. Lord Chesney had 

been ailing at the beginning of August. The 

heat of the dog.days tried and perhaps 
hi im lence 


He was too venturesome for his years, and 
ta chill. To the chill succeeded a kind 





lassitude and feebleness, and then the faint 
spark of life would go out, 

‘ Can nothing be done?" asked Beryl, 
pleadingly. ‘‘Oh! Dr. Steele, can’t you save 
him? He is almost all I have in the world !"’ 

‘I would save him gladig if is lay in my 
power, my dear qonne lady, for Lord Chesney 
and I are old 8. Bat he is past all 
buman skill,” 

«It we took him abroad?” 

** He has not strength to stand the journey. 
It would only hasten the end. Believe me, 
it would be happier for him to die at home.” 

The tears were still wet on ber face when 
she went back to the sick-room. Lord Ches- 
ney saw them, and smiled faintly,— 

“You area little sorry then, Beryl, at the 
thought of losing the old man ?’’ 

“A little sorry! Oa! dtather, if you 
— recover I would give years of my 


‘* Depend upon it, my dear, it is better as it 
is,” said the peer, gently. ‘I have lived long 
Sones Soe Hae Ste 5 Rose Sue 

very Py ou 60 g evening 
my lite dear child, Bat there are otbers 








waiting for me in Paradise—my wife, and 
your own dear mother, Beryl, if she can 
ever forgive my harshness to her and her 
husband.” 

‘She will know you have been all kindness 
to her child,’ whispered Beryl. 

** And now dry your eyes,’ said Lord Ches- 
ney, in hia old, peremptory manner, ‘' and eit 
down olose to me, for 1 want to talk to you. 
Afser what Steele said to me this morning it 
is time I set my house in order.”’ 

Beryl shuddered. ‘There was no subject 
more painfal to her than her own fatare. 

‘‘ You are the last of our race,” said her 
pene, gravely, ‘‘When you came 

ome to me five years ago I knew that, though 
yon might perhaps not inherit all I had to 
ve, the old name must descend to you. 
The moment the breath is out of my body, 
i you will be Lady Ohesney.” 

“T thought the title would be extinct? "’ 

“No, It bas descended once before in the 
female line. My great-grandmother was Lady 
Cheaney in her own right. Her husband took 
her name, as yours must do when you marry.” 

Beryl took courage. 
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‘“T ghall never marry, gignd.aya,” she 
raid, gravely. “If you would cnly belicve 
me I have ro wish to co £0."’ 

‘*When you cams to me,” reéoraed Lerd 
Chereney, ‘my pride wonld not -etifferthe 


world at Isrge to know from how a humble a | of relief that here wes a question she could, bequeathed to Beryl absolutely, and five bun. 
i Bolica. 


home I tock jou, but every legal form wag 


complied with. My lawyer holds ample prééfa | 


that you sre the child of my daughter Beryl 


“Ta thére anyone e's:?” | ‘Thie knotty point ceeided, Lord Oberrey 
“T con't mnderatand.” : reverted to the termes of ‘bis Will. Bupposiny 
“J will potit plainer. Te thtre anyone in Beryl! Married anyone (not s gentleman) every- 
the world whom Bery! prefers to-A:aizon ?” thing: went at ciice to Philip Arnicon, 
Ohno!” ssi® the hourtkeeper, witha sigh’ ‘Fifty thousand pounds im the funda were 


dred.a.5ear -io.tazion - te, 
friends, ond secquaintances were Jiberaijy 


answer, ‘Beryl dislikes alimen.” 
At Jatt, ‘seeing she was | remembered, but still Walter-Groverdid no: 


“Andwhy?” 
This was ia pocer. 


end her bueband, and a deed was exccuted by | not to be let off, Marion Bolton replied in a | cordially approve cf the will. 


which you tock the name of Chesney.” 

Beryl bowed her head, 

“Tknow. I was glad of it. I liked to think 
I began a new life with a new name,” 

“Yon are Beryl Cheeney,” said the old 
men, firmly, ‘ One day rot long hence you 
will be Lady Chesney. That ia a certain fact, 
hot whether yourare Lady Cheeney of The 
Torers rests only with yeuree!!?,”’ 

‘Ts reata with you, grandpaps.”’ 

« Don't you care?” he eisited, in displeased 
Furprise. ‘ Dogs it-really matter nothing ta 
you whether you 66 rich or peor? ”’ 4 

“T should like to have two huné@ee@ac 
of my own,” gaid Beryl, dreamily, “80 Wat 
whatever happened Il right be . 

“And I sappere you wouldgo ont’ tto 
Anatralia, and cass in your Jot With igour 
etepmother and her breed 7” 

*No, Tehoulén’t. Goody tae promised me 
I may stay with ber always,” 

“Marion is avery sui¢ebietempanion' for 
you. I have & great opiaien of bércommon 
ecnee,’’ d 

“And I bave a greafMaith in ber tender 
bearé,” said Beryl, gravely. ° 

“Well, I mean fo-aiitk’tmy sence of her 
worth by leaving /Rer five bondzed a-year; 
end it only reetaew@ith you, Bery!, for the cid 

ife to go on as us@al at The Towers, Dwent 
sou to be my Méifese, bat is is a splendid 
property, apd Will ‘make ‘you a prey tor 
fortune-bentérs. “If I kave ‘you The Towers 
is must be only @nGé6rtain couciticns.” 

“TI would €agmy beat,” raid Beryl, stowly ; 
‘but if cneof the¢onditions is matrimony I 
fear I shall never’ be your beireze.” 

‘* Why cans youtancy Philip Arnizcn?”’ 

“ Becausd } Geteas him.” 

**It is not Mike ‘you to lock down on 5 ‘tien 
beeause he ig poer.’’ 

“I have distked MrsArnizon from the fitst 
momentof-our soq@iintance. | believe you 

Te utterly deocivéd'in’ Bim, and that he ipa 
esheming adyenterer.’’ 

Lord Chetmey’wad'very argry at this plain 
Epeshking. 

‘'I sm not@uite in my doiage,” he ssid, 
irritably, ‘‘ though fem ecem to thinkso. I 
consider I am quit@-masgeed a judge of 
charsoter as a chit of a gt¥Pike yon!” 

‘Please don'é be snery,”’ 


now!” 

“J am not avery,” said the peer, in a molli- 
fied tone. ‘You sre young ard prejuéired. I 
thik IT had better settle my affaires without 
consalting vou. Send Marion Bolten here, 
und tell her i war ‘mee letters written,” 


Hiseeusin coon appeared, She was fond of | 


the prim old noblermsan, tot-her love for’ Beryl 
wasthe stronrect feeitog of her Heart, Bittle 
denbdtw! tite the svonldgive if contulted 
avto Lord Chtcney’s will. 

“Vou are a sensible woman, Marion,” he 
heran, smisbly, “80 just answer me one plain 
qsettion. Why does Beryl dislike Pail Arni- 


” 


+ I at 


Noqveation contd have heen ‘nore ‘difficult 
toensver. Poor Mre. Bolton-waa titentfrom 
gheer Inteskity torpeak 

‘(@eme, esime, Of course you exe in hereon. 
fiiense. Why does che dishikc him?” — 

‘“Povheps Tera nos a fair jodee; for I Siz. 
like him too,’-@beerved the Wider, 

“Ob, yor de, “Why, pray?" 

" Tthink bo is 6ihonnrraht«e 
peter ste pow be ie in Weevah“D yk, bot in 


yorr eheenve he-te bavely PhIGe touker, md T | favher mimes Mave a ttledtoe fowertmrehas | Op 
0° “bsrove’; Or Have’ served" iit’ the tty 
i “wy. .s = . , 


kadar at Sha tee hie eae More * he tried to 


cast doubts on ker id: ndty Pf? 


| strange mixture of truth and fiction. 


s@he cared for before ever ebo camo herey end | her and Pd 
her effeetions, and thas having been once dis- | scrupulous, 7 
efiena of Jove again.” 


‘he hears she is my heiress.” 





The! It seemed to bim hard that if the youthfn! 
fiction, let us hope, was forgiven her by she} heiress preferred a single bife she rauet pay & 
recording ange}, since she epoke it to save| heavy @p¥ice for is; end ke did not like the 
Beryl'a cherished cecret, | clancetatcheasrerted Lord Chesney's @esrec? 
“TL tbink, Lord Oheeney, there was someone | wishoweuld petpisiied by & marriage between 
rison. 
Mir, Arnicon to be uiferly un. 
si should binger bis imtro- 
@ppointed che will never listen to any. profes- | Gueing, BetyP-to come faecinating firanger, 
bew®-gentleman -s a fee). 
i yerast.comply wit 6 conditions ci 
the wiil ? 
“Tt wouldn’ tha the least use, Lord Chesdey. |" lt -seetas inmame,” reflected Ahe lawyer, 
Tem certain Beryl would never believe ivi] the mort fotmevecphiysicians of the cs; 
‘gain,’ ould: bs. tabooed =all foreigners, uniee 
Mtraveied in England. i 
‘end I Yonly hope Lor: 
iter, end ameke a. frerh 


‘ehathe, bi licving her a poor girl, trifcd with; Algo Eno 


‘“Homph! Perbape be’ll come back when 


























“ And what was bie name?” 
*] never beard,” ; 
“ Homph! In whafrank of ife wawhe ? - 1Ghe 
suppose you know that mach 7” : 
“Harwas & gentleman,’ -esfd Mrs. Bélton,, bope wasefutilce. ‘Tho peer sen: 
fimply, ‘end Lbelieve he was in the # Peemed as bis*will onc: 


, aly 
bot ian: not sure. Anyway, hole? Baglendjmpade his carthly ‘were over, and he 
: ehimeecif vp tg which cp. 
epresed bim. He ®on'tke firat of Sep. 


ancviettied in Anetralia befora ever Beryigamng 
to Gheewey Towers,” f i 
«Why in the world couldn’s she sey 20?” gitersber, with Beryl'e looked fastin-his. © 
‘Girls don't tally Of enoh things,” eaid kind was carly mornipgewhen bis spirit fled - 
old Gousin Marion. “I éavecay he bas matepand poor Dery!, with g heart and tear?o: 
ried someone else by this time, and forgotéembeyes, crept away to hési@wn roem to rest after 
poor Beryl.” gi § g vigil. a 
“ My gram@obild ic not *pocr Bery!,’” said) Mrs. Bolton foflemvéd, end with .tender 
Lord Cheerey, pronély. “ Phe scoandrel ventreaties hegged Lerto try and sleep. 
live to rue the day he deceived her.”’ |. “He does not seed youvany longer now, 
The lawyer *was«sent for;and arrived the }@eer!” said the hindshearte@/woman ; ‘and i 
following aftermoOn. -Mr, Grover had beempoan serd cff the-telegram for Mr. Grover 


3 


Lord Oheoney's comfidenthiel adviser for years, } without troubling you.” 

and had real regfewont Sanding tim in- 4 Sball yousexud for™Mir. Arnigon 7” 

i@anger. es ta. er to decide,” 
Being, however, a man “Otiolesr - Maz. Bolton; who, with Bery],waseti’ 

“eidiroand common sence, be “‘kad-fon yance oFetecomtentsof Lord Chesney’: 


‘trusted Philip Arnicon, and desieed * 
‘better than thas individual should: bim- Po 
eelf ee = will, 
or mend pu is your natural heifeee, 
dre fdvised“the peer. “ Mr. Aptizon bas 
“the remoiest. claim on your ferfone !”’ 
*\He wae toy wife's kinsman,” r 


you till after the 
fétieval. Lord Ohesneyrsiways told me be 
€toleive me @ little incemoysnda gurei: 
— i woold -ebpze my-Jaes crast with 
iB) . 


Cheeney, ‘tend I-bave piwsystiked im. v1]. \Barybwaesobbirg colily to herself. 
can’t Gizitherit Beryl, but Imean to give Phil} ~*I know, ear!" the whispered. “ Bat I 
& chance of the property.” fam afraid of Philip Arnizon. There are 





| to draw up some very peculiar wills io hia 
‘ pleaded Beryl. | 
“Oh, grencpspa, lesve, Mr.,.Agnicon every: | 
thing you bave, bat don’s be angry with me 


Poor Mr. Grover! It had fallen to hia lot times wher I foncy he suspects my secret.” 

“Try and eleep,’’ orged Mrs. Bolton, bindly. 
time, but never one which struck him as quite!‘ It is seven o’olock now. I will tell the 
£0 eecentric. as Lord Obesnéy’e. servants motte disturb you before noon.” 

The peer left Chesney Towers snd its; But it was culy a little after nine when Ee 
revenues to his grsncchild, Bery}, until she | herself went back to Beryl’s room, with such 
reached the sge of thirty. If ehe wan still) a grave, troubled face that the girl, who wre 
unmatried' on her thirtieth birthday both awake, feltwertain fresh‘acrrow want hand. 
estate and income pxered'to Philip Armizon for, “Goody! What has beppened? Has Mr. 
bis natural fife, arid bis beireafter him, except | Arrizon airived ?”’ 
thatthe property was oharced with an allow-| ‘No, my dear Beryl, bat Eihavo bad uewe 
ance of a thousard’a-yenr for Bery)nntil her | from Glentriars.” 

h 


desth. A strange flush‘ came into Bery?'s“wan 
If, however, tha wearricd he fore her thirtieth Berge 


cheeks. 
‘birthday the at once ‘attained’ “the exclusive! ‘Has Mie. Arndid’s~ patient * tied 2 “Bat 
poseeesion of The Towers, with entail to her | why ehonld che'write tous? Wehaventothirg 
children, unlees in could be proved’ that her | inthe werté to ¢o with Bir’ Basif bynéch 2” 
kusband*was not a gentlemar. “Nothing in the world,’ sgreed “Getty. 
Poor Mr. Grover werro sghart at this point | “Bat “Mra, Arnéi@ ftays nothing abont’ Bir 


that he stopped Lord Cheeney’s imstrtetions, | Basil. “Are AB inns encugh-toxrtad ‘thie, 
‘end intérmed him the property would be esien Beryl?” and the held towards *her‘an open 
tp with taw-rtite, for no two prople cétild) telegraw. 





ee the pter suggested that if ‘Bery}'s Boe 
g 


He tries to 


Lady Chesney“to ‘£fve'tter the iittesthat 
wea tobe. her cw bererforth, even ifestsies 
banc bad been educated at one of the Hn and fortens werd from ‘hrr—took fe t 
Univereities, or o¢uld ‘prove that he wap the eagerly artd-renc ths brief meetezs, % 

| bon or-grardson of-snyoxe’ rectived “hy “the Wild lock’of pitin inher Peantifaf eyes; Which 
testator as an equal, he ebould be congifiertd): went to Mire. Botten’s heart. - . 
a “ serieoian' “for aff imente and gees Tt was very shor. But ite Import wae 
of thee, ‘Pailings rete: ifith Sis) terrible fe these‘two Tently pomer. ir 
; ~~ cote at ‘tnd, “great _ trotble 
“or hore ° % . ro ‘ 7 
i* Phe’ ‘métiage wae “mide “ont te 7 Dire. 


6yer agree what constitnied 9 gentfetan ; on 
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Bolton,” and it was-sent by Margaret Arnold. 
The two women !soked st eachk oper. 

7 must go #9. once.’ 16 was Beryl who 
spoke. ; 

‘My dear, you are nos, fil for the journey. 
Let me go and learn al! particulars?” 

“J oould mos tay bore,’ said Baryl, 
feverishly, ‘The suspense would kiil mo, 
Besides, Goody, thiek of all there ia to dol 
Me. Grover will be here this afternoca, and 
perheps Philip Aruison, I could not stay 
here aad listen to their long business econ. 
verzation, whiis eil-the-tinie {was hungeriog 
for newal I must go to Gienfriarg, and you 
mimes stay here and reveivethadawyer! You 
oan tellyhim.[ avo ill. Heaven kuscws it ig ivce 
euongh \”’.sba said bitterly, ‘gor my head 
feela on firo, and my heart iz woll-nigh 
orclen i + 





_—_—— 


CHAPTER Xty. 

Ir .was,impossitle to kesp from Lady 
Lyndon,thas,.ber-tqn was deoifedty worse; 
pas Joho Camptell and Mere. Arnold wera 
careful she and Jesey should not cyen guess at 
the cance of hie strange xelapse. 

It was exag to raepage this, for both mother 
and Ganghter knew verydittle about illness; 
and both had been 69 anxions abont Bacil 
shat they were more s30cened than surprised 





the Cooter, in a whisper, of her proposed 
obange of rooms, and Paulina’s consent to it, 
th. i ae she seem alarmed at your suggest. 
icg it?” 

‘* Not inthe least. She is annoyed at being 


excluded from her brother; but she ccemsd | the embroidery on her pinafore ia fis for a 


quite pleaved at the cther place.” 

*“ Do you think we are wronging her ?”’ 

“I can form no idea! Waoat was it?” 
T4ea, seeing he did not understand, ‘* What 
drag was need?” 

“ Laudaonm |’ * 

‘Hag he any reaollection cf it?” 

‘None whatever. Poor fellow! ha has 
iaken, 80 many composing draughts Inicly, I 
Fuppowe he haa got.used to:shem |" 

“Bat surely he remembers who , gave it 
him?” 

‘He remembers ntthing after we left him 
last night. 1s eeemaa bad business. Do you 
think T had better tell Biythe ?”’ 

She hesitated. 

*Can you tell him without implicating 
Mies Lyndon?” 

‘ Loan try 1” 


He put the oasea to the local physician | 


simply. ‘They had left Sir Basil to. pass-the 


| Bight.alone; aud, undoubtedly, poison, had 


when Mre, Arnold told them at breakfas$ tha | 


iavalid..waa so much worse that they. mucé 
leave him entirely to ber and the doctor fo 
zome honra. 


brother, and yet she seemed manifesily 
snnoyed #% heing exaladed fizom his room, 

“ ] think Sir Basil's own relations onght to 
ba with him if he ias.worse!” she paid crogsiy. 
“Oh, I don’é blame you, Mrs, Arnold. £ 


been gdicinistered to him, thoggh notin se fii. | 


cient quantity to destroy life. “Wat was to 
ba, done rext—mays him?" 
“Oertnisly. not. At “Tha Catias 


under Drs, Arnoid’s authority, and she 





ha ig 


at least, dictate what ptople enter the, house, ; 


Y . | At awhotel hs would bein far mora cangex.” 
The only pszaon fo resent, thia was Patlina. | 
She had showed: very little attention to her ' 


daresay you.were perauaded into this xjdicu- | 


lous. step by that ignoyant surgeon | 
believe he-is a doctor st slit” 

Jasey glamosd at ber indignantly. Poor 
Tady Lyndon looked guite ashamed ;-bnt the 
nuréee only, said, quiatly,— 

“ Aq it happens, Misa Lyndon, I know him 
to be an English M.D.; bot the wisit to keep 
Sir Bacil free from any excitement ig my 
thought as much as his, Indeed, I am going 
to ask Lady Loyndon, if I may be alowed to 
change, your room.- I tbink if yon have the 
one De. ©ampbell now ccoupies, and he has 
she dreaging-room, he will-be able to go in and 
ont to, Sir Gasil.mooch more extily, 
brother canpog bedéft alone at uiphts now!’ 

The, atresa on ,the last word-was marked, 
bui.igumade no, imprestion on Paulina, Ste 
declared gaily sha shoald prefer to bs farther 
away trom the sick room, and that she would 
g0 aud move her things at once. 

‘T ehonid prefer to.do that mygelf whan Sir 


Baril ia awake. Just now he is,sleeping!” 


said Mrs. Arnold, 

_ She went. onstairs ag ehe ppoke, and entered 
the livtle plip, ecoppied the-night befare by 
Paulina. 

_ Bho carefally Locked the “door on to the 
jauding, snd then tried that leqding,to Bir 
Basile room. It-wag unlogked, though she 
distinctly remembered fastening it, and re. 
moving the key the day. of Paulina’s arrival, 


side, how dia Miss Lyndon get the key 7?” 
_ Tost cifficnity was soon solved. “The looks 
in the eottage were very simple, atid no dorbs 
the key; of one of the drevsivg.vogm doors 
opened the other; bné still Mrs. Arnold felt 
perplexed. . Pavlina waa so young—little,mpre 
shan a child in years, “She bad been brought 
up under her mother’s own care, and it seemed 
almoat, impossible she Ahonld have attempted 
ihe. life of ker. own brother. 

ts wads relief to the auxigua, nurse bon 
Jibs Campbell came ent of the tick gocm. 

‘Ha. is, eleeping quii¢ peassfally! “Where 
can Lppeak to you ?”’ 

She ied the way back to, the dregpicg-roont, 


I don't | 


“ And you will coms ana gsa him?” 

“Osrizinis ; but, Dz. Campbdell, [ ani afeaid 
it is mot.a case fox cur, ek! Say what he 
likes agninst my ~sheory, I am certain Sir 
Basil has.a bitden foe. ‘Tiil this enemy is 
siscovered your friend’s lifo is in constant 
peril.” 

“Poor Mrs. Arnold! Her first idea was 
suepicion would fall on herself and me since 
we were ihe only strangers in the houre!”’ 

‘' She's a good woman! You know, Camp- 
bell, anyone could break into that costage. 


, It would he the easiest thing to put a short 


Your . 


laéder.egainss the wall and élimb into Sir 
Bacil’s room bythe window!” 

John -Camphel! felt relisved. 

*‘Taoen you don’t think it was anyone in 
the house?” 

“Surely you,do not.euspeos Lady Lydon 
or.Miss Jessy?" 


“ Miss Lynden is st'Glenfriars pow. You! 


have not met her yet, Dr. Biytho!” 

“T don’t belicve any daughter of* Lady 
Lyndon would be capable of euch a crime,” 
paid the country pYactitigner, warmly, “ and 
Ifeel sure in my own miad the same hand 
whioh stabbed Siz Basil in the train adminis. 
tered the poison last night, All I oan urge on | 
yon is constant waichfuiaegs, Ha oupié never 
to be slone a minute I” 

Lady Lyndon insisttd on _eesing Dr, ' 


Biythe; but, warned by John Campbell, he 


gaid nothing to her cf the laudasum. He 


’ was introduced to Patina, and seemed muoh 


struck with her beauty. Bat his remark to 


“Mrs, Arnold, ashe gaye her his last instruc: | 


tions, was & afrangs ore. 
‘' Take care you tion’t have another invalid | 


on your hayds, “Mics° Lyndon looks to me 
“is Jooka bad,’? she thought, Badly. ‘' Be. ' 7 “es 


just tipe for a nervous fever.” | 
Sir Basil was batter an the Jay wore on, and 
Jessy was allowed to go afd eit with him, | 
To her surprise a new Visitor wagin ths room. | 
Mrs. Arnold’s little girl, a beautiful child of | 
four, wham Jask Carapbell slways though 
rauat xesengble her cead father, since she bad 


“no traié of likeness to her mozher. j 


Basil and the liti/s cao eecmed the bast of 
friends, “Birdie, inze6a; hod qoite taken him 


, mto* her heart; but there way a Btrange ead. 


Cpened the door of a fing ber ek 80 hat” 


bhsy, optld watch over Six Bari}, and then told 


_ Hees in, his face as he wtreked ber pretty curls, 


“What ‘a darling!” exclaimsd Jessy, 
“Why have I never ceen her before?" 
“ Bsoaueg sb stave nt her aunt's now’ Fhe 


‘Cottage ia nofatl, but ‘whe has come home to, | 


day to.neg her yasiteh” 
"Phe iethepatitnl 1 gaia: Feqsy, who loved 


3, , ANyons to praise tha hive girl 
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Children dearly, ‘ We need to think Babette 
| pretty; but she wonid never have compared 

with this ohiid; and, Basil,” dropping hex 
} voice, how exquisitely she is dressed! You 
; Oan’é understand, [ suppose, being a mun, bas 


| princess | 
: ling!” 
| Butthe baby, who had been listening to the 
_ last words, shook her heud asdly, 
“Gilly’s mother’s darling!" she 
regretfully, “not Birdie!” 
i ‘'¥s Gilly yoor lissle sister?’ asked Basi}, 
} No, Birdie’s -bradder, Birdie not like 
Gilly, he so black.” 
Sir Bacil laughed heartily. 
* Panoy an atom like that being jealous!” 
Mrv. Arnold came to fetch the litile girl, 
Saying her auné was waiting for her. Jessy, 
who had taken & fanoy to thé child, led her 
idownstaira herself. She foand Mrs, Hal 


I expect sheis Mea, Arnold’s dar 


paid, 





| whom she bad ofren met at the cottage, with 


@ litsla boy whose sallen heavy face, and black, 
mocking eyes seemed to fill her with @ strauys 
; Aversion, 
“What a contrash they are!" she raid 
‘pimply, 

Kate Hall smiled, 

‘My hnsband onos called thera Beauty and 
ths Beast, Mies Lyndon, but itis a very sore 
Bubject with my eister, Her whole heart 
seems bourd avin Gilly. She osn’t bear for 
us 

“Thsy are neither of them like their 
mother!" said Jessy, thoughtiuily, “1 
suppose they take sfser Me. Arnold?” 

“T[ never saw him, Everyone admires 
Birdio, A lady who waa here last sumaex 
painted her pictare, You may have seen it, 
Miss Lyndon; is havgs ia the betroom she 
, Usually has when ahe comes down here.”’ 
| Paulina was sitting in she parlonr with th 

window open, aud she heard the lasé words. 
Comivg quickly into the patusge she joined 
the titties groap at the door, and asked Mis, 
Halli it she could tell her who painted the 
piceurs? 

She knew from Philip Arnison that Mirs 
Chesney waa s born artist,.and @ strange eus- 
picion came to her that thia lady, who was at 

| Lhe Cottage often enough to have a 100m there 

called hers, and who had geil! eusugh to paint 
the Hitle girl's likesesa, might be tne heires: 
the secret of whose intimasy wita Margaret 
i Araneta Pail wanted so much to diacovar, 
“T¢ was ‘Mrs. Bolton painted it,” the 
| station-master’s wifo explained, “She it a 
‘young widow, ‘Miss Lyudon, aud my siator 
nursed her ovce through a dangercug iliness. 
I fanoy sha bas been delicate ever since, and 
80 very often her auot, Miss Cnesuey, bring? 
her dewn for « few days" oh2uge.” 

“Ioknow some Chssnoya,” ga'd Paulina, 
lightly. ‘A very good ola family.”’ 

“T oan'd tell anything aboni that, misy 
I've never sot yes on Mra, Bolton. Pogpic 
heresbouts fancy she’s not quite right, tox 
when she’s at Gleafriars she mever gece 
beyond the oottsga and garden, Mins Care 
ney’s & pleasant lady enough, hard on fits 
should think, ‘She's jast wravoed vp in } 
nicos, but is doesn'é prevent her huving a kind 
word for everyone.” 

Mrs, Hali and the children went on thei: 
way. The sisters returned to. the sitting 
room. 

6 Where ia the pictare, Paulina ? I shon'd 
like to see it.” 

‘In the bedroom I ara sleeping in now. Ts 
is wonderfully well done, if it ig realiz the 
work of a mad woman.’’ 

“A wad woman!” said Mrs, Aructs 
coming in atthai memens, “ My dear your; 
lady, Mra. Bolton is uo mora mad then yi 
are, She had bad a great coal of tronble, nus 
she Greats reteengers; but she is not in the 
Jeast insane. Snre is very fond of Birdie; enc 
when she 7: bere the obild follows here wou 
aimos® Sike t iadow. Mies Chesney [nl 
payed sh y, bat Mes, Botton loves all 
o8ileren, 

Paulas Lyndon fcls in @ dilemma. * She 



































































































































i 
ar 
ae 


Fat haere 


‘ee gt og 


172 


_ 


THE LONDON READER. 


June 13, 1891. 








was quite positive Mes. Arnold spoke what 
ahe believed to be the truth ; but it did not at 
all fit in with Phil's description, According 
so bim the heiress was young; from the 
nuree’s story Mies Chesney was near fifsy, 
and had a grown-up niece. For hours she 
pondered over the mystery, She could 
remember every word of the letter Pail had 
showed her, signed ‘‘ B. Chesney,” and which 
warned Mes, Arnold if a Me. Arnison came to 
her and asked qaestions he was to be told 
nothing. The words ran, “he is not our 
friend.” SBarely, then, Miss Ohesney bad a 
confidante besides Mrs. Arnold? At last the 
truth flashed opon Paulina like a sudden 
revelation. In their great fear of discovery 
the two women had obanged their names 
and identities. Lord Cnesney’s grandonild 
and heiress had come to Glenfriars as 
the widowed Mra. Bolton, and her elderly 
ohaperons and kinswoman had been oailed 
Mies Chesney. 

Bat why in the world did they take so 
much troable? Paulina fels herseif on the 
brink of a great discovery. Pail arged there 
Was some dark seores in Beryl Cnesney's 
= which, if known, would make her grand- 

ther disinherit her. Well, it must be dark 
indeed, if it necessitated her changing her 
names. 

Way was “ Mra. Bolton” so carefally kept 
from the sight of strangers? Why did 
Margaret Arnold assert she had seen 20 mach 
$ronbie? Woat was the secret which would 
exolain everything? 

Panliow was awake all that night tryiag to 
fathom it. Tne next day she went into Garby 
by herself, and sent off a telegram to Mr. 
Arnigon, addreased to his London clab. It 
wae very short, bat it told all he wanted to 

ow, 

‘Am on the point of success, but cannot 
win the prizs until I have seen you.” 

She looked out for a letter the next morn. 
ing, bat nove came. Tae following day 
broogot her no better result. She grew 
weary of the confinement of Tae Cottage, and 
started for a long walk. Jessy dectiaed to 
ear her company leat Basil should want her; 
bat Lady Lyndon, really anxious about 
Paulina s pale cheeks, and fortified by the 
belief thas Mr. Arnison was safe at Elton 
Pack, raised no objections to her going alone. 

As she passed down the one straggling 
street of Grenfriars, outside the village inn 
ahe saw & svarthy-looking gipsy woman play- 
ing the “ Lass Rose of Summer" on a very 
Wheezy concertina. Panlina conld not tell 
what enchained her to the spot till the very 
las: variation bad been painfully squeezed 
out. She tossed the woman a penny, and 
was turning away, when amid the jargon of 
foreiga thanke which greeted her offering, she 
Caught these Euglish words,— 

**Garby Wood, three o'clock." 

Paalina looked at her watch and found it 
wanted a quarter to three, She might keep 
thia strange appointment easily; and even of 
snyone reported her being in the woods to ber 
mother no sarprise would ba aroused, since it 
Was the pretties? walk in the neighbourhood, 
and at apy other time would have been fall of 
children, but three o’clock found all these in 
school, 

Tae rustic lovera did not begin their 
promenades till evening. Tne hard- worked 
mothers of families were busy at home, and 
few people who had leisure would choose to 
face the glare of the August san so early. 

Paulina reached she wood five minutes 
before the appointed time. Panotually as the 
clock s’rac& three the gipsy appeared, gave 
one sésrching look to see they were alone, 
pushed back she red hood, and disclosed the 
crisp. biack curly hair of Pailip Arnison. 

© Poil!” 

“ My dear child, don't take the whole world 
into oar confidence, I wanted to see you, snd 
I ovald think of no better dieguise, I will pall 
up my hood again, and then, if anyone comes 
oe only a poor gipsy telling your for- 
ane 





* I thought you were at E\ton Park?” 

“T lefa two or three days ago, through the 
ineolence of your sisters, but it made very 
little difference to me. I had n> wish to stay 
in Saseex while you were in Warwickshire. 
And now to business. First, how is your 
brother?” 

“He was going on very well till Monday; 
then he had a strange sort of attack, and he 
has been worse ever since. Mrs. Arnold and 
the doctor keep me out of the room, and don’t 
tell me anything; but from ali I oan pick up 
I am sure they think he has been poisoned |" 

“By whom?” 

“}t is abeurd; bat they fancy the man 
who attempted his life before has followed him 


It, indeed, she had had a hand in that mid- 
night crime her self. possession was wonderful ; 
her voice never faltered. She spoke as natar- 
ally and innocently as Jessy or her mother 
could have done, 

* T shouldn't wonder," said Arnison, care- 
lessly, ‘Depend upon it, Paulina, your 
brother is a doomed man, and before the year 
4 out my darling will be mistress of Lyndon 

au” 

Paulina looked up into his face with eyes 
breathing only love and tenderness. Wnatever 
her faults, and they were many, she had this 
superiority over Pailip, Sne was capable of 
true, passionate affection, while he cared for 
nothing really bat himeelf. 

“* What did you mean by your telegram?” 
he asked, suddenly, 

‘*Toat I had discovered something, bat 
could not go any farther without a clue. Mrs. 
Arnold speaks of Mies Chesney without any 
mystery at all, but she declares she is nearly 
fitsy. and not at all good-looking." 

“ When, I mean, did ahe come to know her?” 

‘' Mies Chesney's niece, Mra, Bolton, had a 
dangerous illness, and Mrs. Arnold nursed her 


back to health, They think a great deal of 


Mrs. Araold, and often come here.” 

* And—I can see you know something 
more!" . 

“Tt is only an idea of mine. You say Beryl 
Chesney has a secret. Do you think it is 
possible that she was married to someone be- 
neath her before ever Lord Chesney took her 
to live with him? Do you think she was the 
young widow, Mrs. Bolton, and the supposed 
Mies Chesney only a friend?” 

“You have got it. Mrs. Bolton is Lord 
Chesney's housekeeper and cousin. She's jaet 
wrapped upin B;ryl. Of course they changed 
names; bat there must be something more. 
If she husband is dead, where is the need for 
so much mystery?" 

***He is dead. He was dead before Mrs, 
Arnold ever saw them,” 

“Well?” 

“ As much ag I have told you everyone here 
knows, bat I believe I can guess the secret 
—— Mrs. Arnold and your cousin, 

ery,” 

“Well, I can't, Unless it is that she ie, 
or bas been, married.” 

“Toere is a child here," said Paalina, 
slowly, ‘“‘who calla Mra. Arnold mother—a 
beantifal little girl; bat Mra, Arnold does not 
seem to care for her as much as she does fora 
hideous little boy much older, Well, everyone 
says Mra. Bolton is devoted to this little girl, 
and she has painted a piotare of the child 
which hangs over her bed when she stays 
here.” 

* And you think——"’ 

**I haven't ficished yet. When Mrs. Bolton 
is bere no one ever sees her, Mies Onesney 
goes in and among the oottagers ; Mrs. Bolton 
never stira. Phil, I believe she is a widow, 
and that this Birdie is her child. She knowa 
Lord Chesney would disinherit her if he heard 
of the little girl'a existence, and how her 
mosher deceived him. She has trusted Mrs. 
Aroold wish everything except her name. She 
comes here because she loves the child, bat 
she dares not be seen abroad lest anyone 
should notice Birdie’s resemblance to her!" 


* Paulina! you are a magician |’ 


‘‘Ouly a woman, who loves you and sries to 
please you, Pail!’’ 

‘If you are right you have made our for. 
tunes, Paulina; bat-before we oan be positive I 
must see thie child!” 


(To be continued.) 








ALETHEA’S ORDEAL. 
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OHAPTER XI1.—(continued.) 


“See ia the same—Lady Leopolde 
Wycherly ! Yoar resemblance to each other is 
miraculous!” 

“‘T noticed it, bat she is mach more beauti- 
fal than I,” said Natalie, hambly. “It was 
that resemblance that made me lay aside my 
bonnet and shaw! and leave them in the wood, 
when I came here to-night. I thoughts it I 
were seen I shoald not be disturbed, as I 
should be taken for her ladyship. May I go 
now, lady ?"” 

Mies Wycherly reflasted. 

The girl's face pleased her—its very pride 
and defiance touching a chord in her own 
heart. It was hard to look into Natalie's blae 
eyes and think they mirrored an untruthfal 
soul, It was impossible to resiat pitying and 
1 the deceived and deserted young 
wife. 

**Sappose I let you go,” the lady said, 
thoughsfally. ‘‘ What will you do? Shall you 
return home?” 

“No, lady, never,” replied Natalie, 
desperately. ‘I do not know what T shall do! 
Perhaps end my troubles in the nearest 
stream, for I am friendless, homeless, and 
hopeleas.” 

“You have no right to contemplate self. 
destraction!” exclaimed Miss Wycherly, 
severely. ‘ I believe it to be my duty to be- 
triend you, and I will do it, With my aid you 
may yet be recognised as a lawful wife!” 

Natalie sprang forward impalsively, falling 
on her knees before Miss Alethes, and covering 
her hand with tears and kisses. 

© Let me stay with you,” she cried, “and I 
will be your ladyship’s slave——” ‘ 

«I do not want you for s slave, Natalie, bat 
you may be my friend. Iam sure I can truet 
your discretion and gratitude. If I allow 
you to remain, I ehall want you to confiue 
yourself to my rooms, and never be seen out 
of them, unless you forth at night for 
exercise. I will not keep you here long, as I have 
not soffisient room for you. Will you promise 
to keep yourself so secladed here that no one 
shall saspect your presence? Also, that 
whatever you may see or hear in these rooms 
shall never be spoken of outside them, or to 
any being bot me?"’ 

“I promiae!'’ answered the girl, solemnly. 

“ will trast you. And now let me explain 
wholam. I am the sister of the late Earl of 
Templecombe, and the aunt of Lady Leopolde 
Wycherly, the owner of the Castle. I am 
Miss Wyoberly. As the present Earl is my 
relative, I have hope of compelling him to do 
you jastice, but you mast first prove to me 
beyond all manner of doubt that he is your 
false husband. You oan point out your Eimer 
to morrow ‘when the young people go to ride. 
These jalousies will protect you from observa- 
tion. Ress yourself on the couch, Natalie, 
while I consult with my attendant in regard 
to your accommodation !"" 

“ Well, you saw this girl, Alison ?"’ she said, 
simply. 

Pos, my lady. She's the very moral of 
Lidy Laopolde—only not quite so 

bright. It she had Lady Leopolde’s dark eyes 
she'd be prettier!" 

Mias Cresects rapidly narrated the story 
told her by Natalie, the narse being her oon- 
fidential friend, and the only one, except her 
boy and Richard Layne, to whom she ever 
unbent, and concluded,— 





“You see, of course, Alison, that I must 
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befriend thie poor young girl, who looks at me 
with a face like that of my nicoe, and who 
would destroy herself if I should tarn her 
avay. I will send her to the hidden cottage 
in a Gay or two, there to remain until a 
favourable chang? in affairs.” 

‘Yea, my lady. Bat are you sure her 
husband ie the Earl? May it not be the 
Marquis of Waldemere? He is bad enough 
for anything——" 

** Bat not for that, Alison!" cried her mig- 
tresspin sharp tones of pain, ‘ Besides, her 
hasband ig young, and the Marquis, you 
know, is grey-haired !’ 

“ True, my lady. Do you want this young 
girl to see Arthur? ”’ 

“No. I will take him to the seores cham- 
bers and put him to bed there, while you 
<r Natalie, and bid her sleep where 
ehe is!" 

Alison hastened to obey. Natalie was too 
weary to dieroba herzeif, having spent the 
previous night in the grotto, where she had 
elspt litile. 

The good old nurse brashed out the tangled 
masa of golden hair, removed the travel- 
etained clothing, and put upon the girl the 
dainty garments of Misa Wycherly. 

And then she brought sheets and a pillow, 
spread them upon the yielding couch, oon- 
dacted Natalie to it, and watohed beside her 
uatil she slept. When the girl's breathing 
had become quite regular, the nurse softly 
withdrew the key from the door, gathered the 
soiled garments in her arms, and retreated 
gato the inner chamber, which she found 
deserted. 





CHAPTER XiI, 


What can I pay thee for this noble usage, 
But grateful praise ! so Heaven itself is paid. 
—Rowe. 


Nartauze still slept, on the succeeding morn- 





ing, when Misa Wycherly entered the little | 


parlour and stood at her side, regarding her 
attentively by the morning light. Tae resem- 
bianoe of the girl to Lady Leopolde was more 
than ever striking, now that her blue eyes 
were veiled from sight, and her hostess could 
acarcely persuade herself that she was not 
looking upon the face of her niece. 

*'Bsrange, wonderfal!” she murmured, 
‘*Tae resemblance is a most extraordinary 
noincidence |" 

Alizon came up behind her mistress, echoing 
her words. 

‘Oven up the oppsr part of the shutters, 
Alison,” said Miss Wycherly, “and let ia the 
light. Assoon as Miss Natalie awakens, you 
may attend upon her. In the meantime, you 
may wait upon me!” 

The woman hastened to rearrange the 
jtlousies in such & manner that while they 
edimitted the light an ocoupant of the room 
could not be seen from withoat, and she then 
followed her mistress to the inner room. 

When Natalie at length awakened, bars of 
saalight glittered upon the carpet, and the 
o- on the mantelpiece pointed to the hour 
of ten. 

She sprang to her feet, with a look and 
exclamation of bewilderment at her novel 
sarroundings, bat her memory had fally 
asserted itself, when Alison entered her 
presence, 

“I hope you slept well, miss," said the 
nurse, with genuine good feeling, ‘‘My mis- 
sress has gone to her break‘’ast, and left ordera 
about yours. I wiil show you to her dreseing- 
oloset |’ 

Noticiog that ber garments had been with. 
drawn, Natalie silently followed the attendant 
to the inner chamber to a dreevsing-closet at 
one side of it. 

“Waen you are dressed, miss, you will fiad 
me in the ante-chamber. Snoald you want 
me, you have bat to ring.” 

Wish these words Alizon withdrew, and 
Natalie, evoaring the door after her, looked 
ourioaely wroand, 





The dressing-closes was a smal), square 
room, lighted from the inner chamber by & 
large pane of glass in the top of the connecting 
door, and furnished simply, but elegantiy, 
with a thick carpet, a soft couch and two long 
mirrora opposite each other. 

A small closet at one side served as & ward. 
robe, and on the other side a door haif-open 
admitted to a beautifal bath-room where a 
marble bath, shaped like a sea shell, tempted 
her to enter. It was nearly filled with per- 
famed water, and Natalie experienced a feel- 
ing of reatfalness and pleasure as she timidly 
stepped into it, 

Oa emerging from the bath she found new 
garmeuts placed for her in convenient prox- 
imity, and hastened to attire herself in them. 
She brashed her golden hair smoothly from 
her face, caught in at the waist the morning 
dress of pale blue cashmere by a silver cord, 
and after a glance at her reflection in the 
mirrors returned to the ante chamber, 

She found a dainty breakfast awaiting her, 
and Alison attended upon her while she par- 
took of it, ccoasionally making some remark 
of inqniry calculated to make the young girl 
feel at home, 

Waen she had concladed her repast, Alison 
enjoined her to be very cautious, and not once 
to leave the room, and herself departed with 
the salver and its contents. 

She had soarcely disappeared when Mises 
Wysherly entered the room. 

She greeted Natalie very kindly, inquired 
how sbe had slept, and then said,— 

‘*‘My guests are going ont on the lawn now, 
Natalie, and you shall have an cpportanity to 
point ont to me your false husband! ” 

She threw open the windows and bade 
N -talie look through the crevices in the 
jalovsie herself atanding beside her. 

Tne young people were all on the lawn. 

Basil Montmaur and the Misses Braithwaite 
were grouped together, and Lady L:opolde 
and Lady Hilen Haigh were both smiling at 
some speech made by Lord Templecombe, as 
he tendered each a rose he had joat plncked. 

Sir Wilton Werner was gazing abstractedly 
into the distance. 

‘Bat one gentleman of all my guests is 
absent from that group, N «talie,” said Miss 
Wyocherly. ‘* You have therefore fall oppor- 
tunity——” 

She paused, as Natalie uttered an exclama- 
tion. 

‘‘ That is he, Miss Wycherly, the gentleman 
with the grey morning coat. He is not the 
Earl-—’ 

‘* Yes, he is Lord Templecombds. Is is a 
serious charge you make against him, Natalie, 
and I cannot eee how I can aid you. The 
fatare will present a chance, perhaps. You 
see that I do not doubt your story. I know 
now of whose handwritiog that ia your letter 
reminds me. Let me look at it again !’’ 

Natalie extended the missive, and Misa 
Wyoherly compared it with one she had 
recently received from the Earl. 

The result of the examination was fo con- 
fiem her convictions, and she returned the 
letter in silence. 

‘Go into the inner chamber, Naialie,”’ she 
said, ‘and wait there until I call for you. I 
wish now to hold an interview with my 





nieoe |" 

Natalie withdrew, and Miss Wycherly sent | 
Alison, who had just returned, to Lady Leo. 
polde, requesting her presence in the eastern , 
tower. 

The message was delivered without attract- | 
ing observation from the guests, and Leopolde 
entered her aunt’s prezence, in some wonder 
at this unusual eammons. | 

“‘ Ba seated, my dear Leopolde!"’ said Mies ' 
Wycherly, when she found herself alone with | 
her niece. ‘ I have much to say to you. You’ 
are aware that I received an application from 
your kinsman, Lord Templecombe, and that I 
granted him my approbation of his suit, | 


referring him, of cource, to you!" 


“I am aware of it. Aunt Alethes,"’ was the 
low-toned reply. i 








“ You know also how atrong I have favoured 
@ marriage between you and the E:rl, Leo- 
polde, It has long been a favourite idea with 
me to behold you the Countess of Temple- 
combe, and the miatress of the estates which 
go with the title. I may, consequently, have 
inflaenced your heart in his behatf. Tell me, 
Leopolde, do you love him?" 

_ The maiden replied in the negative, adid- 
ing,— 

‘' Except aa a@ cousin, you know, auntie." 

‘© Thank Heaven! I have feared otherwise. 
I should never forgive myself, Leopolde, it f 
had been the meang of causing your unhappi- 
ne33. You are sure that it will not give you « 
single pain to relinquish him entirely ?'' 

‘* Dear Aant Alethea, I see you do not «et 
anderstand my sentiments towards my consia 
He has not yet asked me to marry him; there. 
fore I have not rejected him. I—TI ivve 
another | ”’ 

The confession was made with blashes end 
confasion, and gave Mies Wyoherly a memen- 
tary relisf, bat her brow soon clouded wish a 
sudden suspicion, and ehe said, — 

* Ose of our guests, Leopolde?" 

‘* Yes, Aunt Alethea!" 

‘‘ The Marquis of Waldemere?"’ and Mise 
Alsthea’s tones rang out quick and sharp. 

‘No, auntie,” answered the maiden, in suc 
price, “I have promised myself to.-to 
Basil!" 

** To Basil !'' repeated Miss Wycherly, with 
a revulsion of feeling. ‘You have chosen 
wisely and well, Leopolde. Basil has a noble 
hears and generous soul, You will be very 
happy with him, I doubt not. If your parents 
were living, I am sure they would approve 
your choice!" and Miss Alethea bestowed 
upon her lovely niece a kiss of approval 

“IT am glad you are pleased, Aunt Alethea. 
Basil proposed to speak to you to day about 
our engegement. We want your sanction, bat 
I shonid like it to remain a secret until after 
the departure of our guesta!"’ 

‘Yon are right, my dear.” 

‘‘ How singular, auntie, that you should 
have thought of the Marqnis cf Waldemera 
when I epoke of loving another than Vane. I 
have known the Marquis eo short a time, and 
he ia so stern and strange——”’ 

A ghastly emile fitted over Miss Wycherly’a 
lips, and she hurriedly answered,— 

‘‘I suppose I thought of him, Leopolde, 
because the match would be so extremely 
unguitable."’ 

*‘ Aunt Alethea, why did Lord Waldemere 
come to the Castle? He was certainly not 
invited, and he seems to dislike you, while I 
have noticed that you do not like him. If you 
do not want him bere, why should not Basil 
send him away?" 

“Not for worlds!" cried Misa Wycherly, 
agitatedly. 

“ You fear he would cause you trouble? If 
you have ever need of a defender, Aunt 
Alethes. Basil would bs only be too glad to 
undertake your defence.” 

“ T have no need of defenders, Leopolde |’ 
responded her aunt, coldly. ‘' Your romantic 
brain must have been turned by those old- 
time romances of which you are eo fond. 
Forgive me, dear,’ she added, as Leopolde’a 
eyes grew with tears, ‘I did not mean to 
wound your feelings. Believe me, I do jastice 


| to the affsotion you and Bazil feel for me. I 


love you both very dearly, but you know I am 
not demonstrative.” 

Leopolde was quite aatisfied with thie 
amende, bat longed to throw herself in her 
aunts arms, and entrest her to allow herself 
to be loved and cherished by her young rela- 
tives, but she felt too much in awe of her to 
put her longing into execution. 

‘© We are wan?eriog from our subject—the 
Earl,” resumed Miss Wycherly. ‘'I have a 
communication to msks concerning him which 
you should bear, snd which you niust keep 
secret, even from Basil!” 

Leopolde made the required promise, and hor 
aunt contiared,— 
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‘\I have reason to believe that Vane -ig 
already nrarriad———" 

‘* Dlarniod ?’’ 

‘Yee, Leopolde. Bat ‘whether Jegally ‘or 
rot ido not knew. While he was devoting 
biestelf to youdast winter he hada wife in 
the country whom he frequently visited, This 
wite he has now repré@iated |” 

“Are peu ‘suave this tele ig trne, -Annt 
Aleihea? It is hard to believe it of Vanel” 

“I know it, Leo; yet Loam oonvineed:df ‘its 
tvath, It may be that by some evasien df the 
lav he ia frae t0 marry again, yet heowad 


masetied in eanrob, by a clergyman now dead. | 


Dis poor young wife has nosing to thow in 


promized 40 be my: friend, ‘and try dife is in 
ier hands!” 

‘* Edesire to keep Natalie's presences scores, 
Leopolde,’* ssid Mies Alethea, ‘*untila favour. 
able oppoxtenity shall present iteelf to operate 
in her favour. If} wereto'confront her with 
Vane now he would disown her, or his mar- 
riage wither. Weoan- only-be patient, ‘arid 
ist Natalie continge ber efforts to obiain proofs 
of ber margiage. Ibis pessible that the -eer- 
tificate ic not destroyed, or that the missing 
leaf ofthe register may be still in-existence. 
We-will Hope the bass,” 

Leopolde echoed her aunt's ‘opinions, snd 
Miss Wyoherly went on ¢ormy that she stould 





proot of her etatementa exceph ker tra¢hfal 
taco, and» letter ‘he sent her, casting her 
of | 

** You haveween herthen, Anat Alethea ?" 

‘“‘t have. he ‘ia the picture of yourself, 
Leo, and might well pases for you, although 
her voles sounds differently, and her eyes are 
tlax, i met-herin‘the corridor Jast evening 
and called her by your name. She had juss 
visited Lord Templecembe's room, in the vain 
rope of finding the osrtifieate of her marriage, 


Cavwile|"’ 

“ How éid phe now he was here?" 

‘Bho teaeked ‘him ‘trom -London, through 
hia valet, 
name; but I will let her tell story for herself.” 

Miss Wryéherly srece ond eummoned 
Natetie, who ‘entered the  nnte-chanrher 


and waa endeavouring to -eacepe from ‘the | 


tinidly, with evident aweot tha ludy: to wkom | 


ehe was to bo intfoduced, 

Ledy Leopoldo: advanced to.greet ‘her, and 
Scen pauted abruptiy, regarding her in: silent 
amezsment, 

“ You are astoniehed atthe resambiance she 


bears to you,uanpelde? "said henaunt. ‘ ¥et, | 


seeing you écogethor, the renomblance does not 
ecem 69 striking ag bateze,"’ 

Tre darknees ot Leopolde'’s eves, which gave 
eich charming piqaamey to hero steikingly, 
veantifal face, wan almost the only difference 
vetween the faocs of the two young girls. 


Natalie's habitualiy deflantexpression relieved | 


her oountenanes of the tameness-or insipidity 
ofien astendans npon blande beanty ; bat her 
ofarms lacked thesparkliog Sseabness of ‘her 
pina oon terpe rs. 

‘ You ara therwifa of my cousin Vane, my 
sunt tel’s me?’ grid Leopside, at length tak- 
ing Netelie’s-haad, and desding -her to a 
£0%a, 

* Yon weas Lord Tamplecombe 7” ventured 
the desevtedyounge wile, timidiy, “ Ldidmot 
know he-was an Har), He exid he was a 
sen #emen's gon, and oped bimeslf Elmer 
Keres, If had known hia rank behoolkbhave 
tiec from: him! for I would havedmown that 
an Earl eonld mean no coed to onadike me!" 

‘Teil me all about it,” said. Leepoke, 
ay tpsthiaingly. 

Natebtiedid go, ponring forth her emotions 
in parcionste ntteranut shat thoiled Leopolds 
with convictions of their truth, detailing all 
her adventures. eiuce leaving Afton Grange, 
even finting courage to tellsho sgrapathiging 
girl beside ber obons tha unselfish devotion 
of Hogh Faald, sod the estiztanes be had ren- 
dered: hey, * 

Bhe coseladed by exhibiting the Istter 
vhich hai ao ocvsked all -her hopes, -and 
Leogolde read is, with eyes fashing-with in- 
@ign ation. 

* Poor girl!” she said, drawing Natalie 
Cipser. and kigeing her. * Do not shrink from 
me, Natalie. It gon are Vane's wife you are 
my cousin. Where was is you met your 
husband fires, after tracking him to the 
Ca tie?” 

‘ — fountain in the edge of the park, 
batiy ” 

Lusopolde changed colear, remembering 
whet ner lover bad ssid, thinking it was 
she’ whe had taken part in thatscene, 

‘And what do you intend #0 do now?” 
abe wotred, 

“Tao net know, lady, 


He merriéd her under an asaumed | 





Mise Wyebor! y ime | 


send Natatic to one of ber ‘farms that very 
| evening, and that whe eould-return nightly to 
; she Caustic for news ofthe Earl, orto visiy bis 
; reonesiasearch of the required proofs. 

‘*T could keep her in my rooms ini the oer 
) tower, Aunt Alethes,” suggested Leopoide. 
| * They axe diecotly wader Vane’s."”” 

| “Ie weuld-notdo. Your maid would ‘see 
| her, and the mystery of Nate hie’s resemblance 
| to you end-her ‘seclusion would immediately 
become.food for surmises:and-geseip. I have 
| decided wisely, as you will discover!” 

| Lhe young gitla-ncquiesced in this deorion, 
end, sfier a prolonged interview, Leopolde 
erabraced Natalie tenderiy—promising to ves 
( 


her again before evéning,-and begging “her-to 
take renewed hope and conreye, for she would 
| be her friend and sister~and then retarned to 
ber guests. 


CHAPTER XAIL 


Hear, solemn Jove, and conscious Venus, hear! 

And then, bright maid, believe me whilst I swear ; 

No time, no change, no future flame shall-move 

The well-placed basis of my lasting love. : 

—Prior. 

Whither my heart is gone, there follows my hand, 
and not elsewhere, 

For where the heart goes before, like a lamp, and 
illumines the pathway, 

Many things are made clear that else lie hidden in 
darkness, —Longfellow's ** Evangeline.” 


At the-generoua sympattias of Lady Leo- 
peide had been enkisted in ‘Natatie Afton’s 
favour, and, ag she returned to her guests, 
her thoughts lingered with the deserted young 
wife, and ehe ‘wished, -with ell the fervoar of 
her ardent natare, that hers might be the 
hand to svesp ¢he-dark clouds from Nutalic’s 
life, andshat throuzh -her egeanoy the young 


of ths Bar! of Templecombs-and the sharer of 
his family honours. 
No thought of Natalie's bumble birth and 


convictions of truth and justice, 
oconr to her $hasthe grandenr of the family 
of Templecombe, 
‘had a fair share of pride in the 2ane she bore, 


ennobied by it—and she would have preferred 


noble and as honoured as her own. 

Bat she gave no thought to -ber preferences 
uow—the question of Right and Wrong 
demanding her every consideration. 

Natalia Afton had been -wosed or won 
by the Barl, had been marvied to him in 
church by a clergymean,-and eat ‘nnion #0 
solemnly ratifisd eonid not be Hghtly dia- 
solved. To Lady Leopoide’s earnest sense 
of right the merriege was none the lesa bind- 
ing because the Harl & felse name, and 
went up to the altar with a villainous design of 
wronginog the fair young girl’who had trusted 
all to him, 

Hei Natalie heen a coarse, iN featured girl, 


name would ba-ebscnred or teraished should | patientand hopetul, 
Natalie Afton beackuo*ledvedussho Countess | ao black 40. you now muet clear save: some- 


have 404 ‘@ ‘severe sirugete “with her pride; 
bat there wan nofhing in‘the young Wite’s 
appearance to rrggect her ‘pl m ofigin. 
Endowed -#7th an aristocratic ‘beanty and 
grate, a refinement of manuer aod sw Tanate 
delicacy that showed iteelf in -every werd and 
action, Nat@ie was an interesting study+the 
mere so becans7 tf the remarkable resem- 
blanca the-bore to Leopolde, attd*her ladyship 
almost lost sight of the difference in “rank. 
between them. 
Nadutie’s @e*pairing face havated‘her@ven 
im horgayest' moments throngtsnt ‘sitet Gey, 
and the young girl's plaintive tones ‘seemed 
ever-souding in her eare. 
After dinner, leaving Miss "Wyckerty in the 
dvewing-room ‘with her guests, Leopolde went 
to the esstern tower to vieit the contesled 
visitor. Natalie herself unlocked the @oor, 
giving her admittance, uttering = pleaged 
exclamation ae she recognized her. 
“] thoughs it was Miss Wyeherly who 
knocked,’ she said; conforedly. “ Mts, Marray 
is in the next room, and asked me’ to-admit 
her -mistzeez——"’ 
“My sunt is engaged at present, Natalie. 
She knows I am‘Rere'to see’ you. Fould not 
let you go withont ‘a few more werds of con- 
sviation and enconragement! '” 
Thantuyou, lady,” replied Natalie, grate- 
filly. “You “have comforted: me - greatly 
already, and-awakened in me a-desire to tive,. 
even if life should yield me fistle happiness t 
Oh, I wish I could stay-with you'slways! It 
feema to me that I have known you years 
instead of horrs. Would “you make me your 
companion, lady ?"’ * 
‘*‘ Call me Leopalde, Natalie,” was the kind 
response, ‘I feel a3 great an interest in you 
as you can feel in me, snd I-ehould like to 
have you always with.me, If you fail tc 
obtain the recognition you gsetk.from your 
husband, you shall live with me and Become 
my friend and companion, I have an idea, 
that, despite the differance in cur Fosial 
pesitions, you end I bave kisdred eoals, 
and»shonld live together. Netnure cast. oar 
feasares in the same mould, and tbe-menrent 
beheld you my beart warmed towards you, 
end I Jenged tobe -yoar friend «and obtain 
ffeotion |” 


Thus speaking Leopolde folded sher-arme 
around Natalie's slight form, and «drew -the 
weary head tober bosom wit an-sir-ofepro- 
teoting tenderness, 

“If Vane won't own you,” oshke said, 
oarersingly, “I will adopt you -a5 my friend 


girl might be recognised a4 tne honoured wife| and sister. Wiil not my love and-ewteem be 


worth living for?" , 
“Oh, yes, & thousand tinges, yea!’ oried 


Natalie, iq@pulsively kissing the ‘band which 


fortnnes came to swerve ber mind from its | elavped her own. ‘' L-have ‘been so-tonely all 
She did not | my jife, dear Leopolde, that your “promise of 
shrink from asknewledging tha yeomen’s| affection aad. pretestion makes ere skmost 
granddaughter ac-her cousin's wits, nor did it | beppyagain. I-would-do anything for you!” 


‘Would “you? Then cheer up, and. be 
There ‘clonda thatlook 


time, Bat yesterday ‘evening -everytking 


Lady Leopolde powscsted a sormputons sense | geemeddark and threatening ‘to ‘yeu, yet to- 
cf bonour, and the loftiest principles, She] day you have-gained -two friende—Aunt 


Alethea and myself—and who Enows but¢hat 


and in the family title—the ‘bearera-of which! to-menow may ave further ‘blessings in 
ked sakways ennobled it, ivsvead of bsing | store?” 


Natale smiled cheerfally® at sthece kind 


for her cousin an alliance with a family as! words,and pressed Eeopolde’s bawd:fervently. 


‘* We must deserve happiness, if weewant to 
have it,’ continned Lady Leopslde, with o 
sweet serenity in her purple eyes tbat wpoke of 
a'blisefal peace in her soul. *‘* Phe-wext «best 
thing to positive joy is the consviousness 
that we have done well and deserve to be 
blest. If we keep our-own senls pure, the 
wrongs that we may suffer will-not do ue-per- 
manent injory, but will stremgthen and 
ennoble us, and fit us to better enjoy ¢he 
happiness that rans inevitably secceed them. 


It-ie a pleasent doctrine, that of compenta- 
tion. For all the tears you hve shed, forall 
the deepair you have felt; yeowilt bs rewarded, 
by ned. by, with tenfold joy!” 





is is quite probable that Lacy Keopeldeanighs 


‘Natalie looked up into Leopolde's facecwish 
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a reverential admirskion, as if she wera geaing 
into the countenance of an ingpixed pro- 


phetess, ae 

“I do. nok.iatend 10, prench to you, Naialis,” 
continued Leopgide. ‘These truths have 
gone home to your soul, I gee, and i3,is Rot 
necessary for me to dwéli npon. them. So 
change the tnbjest—the wrebgs you~ may 
endure ettcuid never cause you to wrong 
others 1” 

JT do nos understand you-——"” 

‘* Have you acquainted your fiends with 
your movements? You have tolaame litle of 
your former life, save ‘bat you lived at-Afton 
Grange; bat have not you fet there mourning 
parenis, or brashers and sisters; who grieve 
over your igaypesrancs, and ‘who would 
eagerly welcome Widingy of you ?” 

“ No,. Keopolde,” answered Natatic, some- 
what bitserly. “I have no parents, no 
brothers nor sisters, I lived with my grand. 
mother ald. tnele, v0. unsosiable beings; who 
did nob like me, sid who turned ms fram 
their doors when f trid them of my rasrriage, 
and thas I Gid uot kvow my “Ensbsna’a 
neme |!” 

‘Poor giti! Why aid they dislike -you? 
It is very Heranye—-—” 

“No, lady,” repiied Natatic, @rooping her 
head. “I cannot impore spon your goodness 
and benevolence by comessling fromcven who 
and what Ef resily am. Perhaps Prick peur 
friendship’ by “the -coufcreion for aurely «a 
stranger avonid’ have “ees pity ‘theansnry-rela- 
tives—I’'-~and her fair bead drcoped -etill 
lower upon ber breast—‘'I bear recy mother’s 
name !’’ 

“Bat why?” -ashed Lady -Leopoide, met 
comprehending what Natalie msantio-convey, 
“Did yeur smother marry usgaios) your 
parent's-wili?” 

“Oh lady! @aey never knew vvy father’s 
name! «My mother: fed feom ber bome—a 
young gitl-with em honoured name,and many 
suitors ofeher -ownsrank-in life, Who ehe 
went with rerasias to this day a onyatery, 
Ske ret urmed ¢wa,ore three y eara later, with a 
littlerebild-in #er-erms—e hepeless woman, 
eaziog-only that her dhueband was fiend. That 
child-was me. ‘Hhe mever:madeany explana. 
fiona, never-cleared' her name inithe syesof 
tho-world, or ber welatives, and sauk finally 
into the grave with the seores of ny paternity 
amteld, Hhe-now lies in: a. nameless-grave, 
‘mot -even the wane whe once bore, “Amy 

ee upom the stone tha3 covers 

r ” 

“ Poor Amy |!" -eaid Laéy Loepoide, with 
bitying tears, “The fate of cher idanghter 
must bedess «ad, Do you thisk Eghalléurn 
from you, Natalie ;:now:bhat Lieow your gad 
history you havexsora:tnana eves meca of kind. 
ness. 16 iavbest, perhaps,-that youskhould not 
acguain’ your-telatives with pou? movements 
until you shall have made every efiors to clear 
your name. They would donbilessly refuse 
all offers-of eensiliation frora yeu, weless you 
could .go- to them .as an acknowledged wile. 
Bat dry your tsues, Natsiic,” sheadded, “and 
give your thonghis to.dhe :peezent. . Your 
Gress is not suitable for your little jonmey 
this evening-to she darmshonse, where Aunt 
Alsthes wisbes.to.sead you. My elesne will 
ile you hetter-than aunties: dressing-gown, I 
am.sure!’’ 

Without waiting for.aceply, Leopoldedeft 
the room, bastenisg to her own :s partments 
on the seme floor, in the opposite tower, 

‘Bhewaenot absentslong, retuming witha 
Fale, biuerobs, ofsome soft, flacoy rasteriaia 
knitted Bastlandshawiofblasand whike,ond 
& neat cottage boenetvof -fine sisaw, bricamed 
With biue risbons and cernflowers. 

‘* Dhese garments are all:that is. needed.to 
perfect your resembiance to: me, Nasaiic,”. she 
said. “Pat stéem on, end lessee. seo what 
impression I wake ugon ovbers, for 1 bave 
(Worm shat dresaditen | '’ 

Ehe seated herseif, while Nsialis pat ondbe 
Rott fhlae mobs and alinginy shaw), wippons 


commented Lady Leopelde, when the young 
girl's téileh was complete. “I never realized 
hafors that I was.so very fair——" 

She panséd, blushing, and Natalie blotched 
$09; a6 the attless compliment rendered ber. 

Leopolde.was still gezing wpow ber lovely 
counisrpart, when the foor opened and Miss 
Wrcherly entered. 

‘' How forsunste-that you tre dressed to co 
euf, Natalie!” eho exid, abruptly. “My 
farmer, John Perking,. has just come up to the 
Castle with s supply. of vegetables in his 
waggon, aud you will go. away very soon, ‘The 
moon, Had nat yet -Yiesn, and you will have no 
hetier time to-night than now to steal ous 
unabzerved. He knows, you aro intending to 
g9 hortie with him, He has insirnctions to 
‘treat you with the utmost respeot,-and to-ksep 
your presenc2 at his contegea secrets, Yoabad 
better-stea! oni through the paz to the road, 
where ha will stop to take you up!” 

“TIT wish we conid keep her kero, Annt 
Atetheat’’? ‘sighed Lecpotte, as Natulie 
heniened to ife on hér bonzst. 

‘Bat you ree weoonnnod, dear!" reterced 
“Miss Wyoherly. ‘*She can come and res ts 
every eveting, and visit youin your thambers 
as night!” 

Natalio promised Lady Leopoide that sha 
‘would visit ber every u*pht, if possible, and 
then embraced her tentleriy, Licopolde folding 
her in ber arms, 

Bis thin approauked “Mise Wyoherly, who 
QUuicily extended her hand, which tho_giti 
Kissed fervently. 

Tiias Alothesa then summorsd hor waiting- 
wontan, and bade her.ercort Mies Afton down 
the private staircases tothe lawn. 

As soon ag Natalie had followed Alison to 
ths inner chamber Mies Wycnerly dismissed 
her niece, who took.ber way. to the drawing. 
room, froma one of the wiadows of which she 
endeavoured to tsa08 the ovsline of Natalie's 
departing fignye. 

Giving up¢he attenapt adew minntes later, 
as ane heard the wheeis.of s farmer's waygon 
rumbling in the!Gistenes, Lacppide devoted 
herself: to, the entextainnsent of ner guests. 

When the moen arose the peung .psopla 
sirayed out wpon.the porkico and into the con- 
servaiony, aod Lecpslde ftonnd  herscil 
separated from tho rust, sud alone upon the 
Grawing rcom-balcory. 

The solitude was not uppleasing to her, and 
she gave herself up'to reflection, in which the 
merry tones Of her guests floated pleavantly. 

Her solitude was destined to be of short 
daration. : 

She had distinguished Basil's laugh among 
the rest, and was sagefly Natening to it, when 
Lord Templeoonibe entered.the drawing-room 
and caught sight of her. 

*¢$ All alone here, Leopoldé?” ha said, aa- 
vanoing to the'baloony. “You are playing 
hermit, I suppose? Yow have a ovsy pnovuk 
here, and a pleasant view!" 

‘* You seem to appresiate it as well as myself, 
Vane,” replied Leopolde, quitily. “Is isa 
lovely evening, is it not?” 

‘Yes. On such a night one cught to he 
happy, I thisk. Do you seo that cark figure 
pacing restlessly under the trees in the edge 
of the park? “That is Lord “Waiderera, I 
wonder he remains st tho Oreste to highs 
everybodly’s pleasure, He bears continually s 
thundercloud on his face!” 

‘* He blights no one’s pleasure, I am very 
anure, Vane,” rekareed Leopolde, gentiy. 
“Lady Ellen “Haigh ia fascinated by tha 
gloom, of which you coaplain, 2n? the other 
ladies -regard the Marquis with great in- 
tereat } » 

** You also, Leo?” 

*¥ oannot resiet the popilar impression, 
Vaue,” ssid Leopolde, ‘lightly. ‘1 pity the 
Marquis, and I will not deny tha: fT am 
oharmed by his atern and haughty aan- 
ner——” 

* Chaymed asa tenger bied is oharntad by 
the deagly serpenb!” intexrayted her consin, 
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feela strongly in all thirgs. Ue would hat 
With a tertrfia feroe, #21 fovo with eanal 
strength. Hemight, in & momento! passion, 
be creel, remorseless, s2d revengefal; bos I 
bslivve thet his nature is stblo, aud thas oder 
bic hoxd exterior is concesled a hears ag tender 
and gentie as a women’s!” 

‘*T eee you are indeed strongly interested ia 
the Marquis,” chserved Lord Templecom>:, 
in s teva of pique. * You seem to share Lady 
Elisn’s fancy wet he iga Lara, oz a Conrad, 
or other equally -vormantio personage, To< 
truth is, I belinve, be-aseumes- ail thas glocim 
jus? to-arouse such admivation iu womens. 
sceasss, Perheps no eaepires to 4ke hand o! 
Lady Levpolde? " 

The maiden waa Biller. 

“I know you have many simirers, dear 
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Laopolde,” opuistiaued the Earl, 2 
to her and lowering hig tones 
hone wore earnea’ or roo 
If I possessed the gifs of eloquenes 1 would 
Golighs in Gweilicg upon the love I bear you 
and the hopes I havo chezished thay you will 
deign to accept my hand and hears, aud grace 
the title last borna by your mother! As 
T-am not thug gifted I can oniy-say thea your 
beanty has inspired in me the profousdess 
passion; thas I Jay my hears et your Zee, 
and that I beg you to bless maiby-xm-accept- 
ance obmy suit |" 

Lurd Templecombe’s voice waa eager and 
earnest, showing that be was really deeply i 
love With his beaatifal coueia, bay his mauncr 
Was 80 peif. poazessed that if waa evident tc 
Leopolde that he had little feaz of a refusal. 

And her observstioa-was vet at fault. 

His lordship had but lately ooneulted bis 
mirror, snd.was in high favour with himself, 
bis vanity eurpsssivng a woman's. Ha hss. 
moreover, -bsen refleciing upon hia wor! ?!s 
hononrs, &3., 20d had coms to tha conoluci 
thas his cousin could sppreciate them aa * 
a3 himeelf, and that sae would never be sO ix 
gana nate face to share in shen. 

Atfier a few moments’ hesitasion, Lady Lec 
police said, in a clesr, cold tene,— 

“T will nos affect to ba surprised at this 
avowal of your sffection for me, Gonsin Vaue 
I know that you regatiy wrete to Ann 
Alethea, beggice her approval so your intenéc 
suit, and that she grants? it, Bat you mr’ 
have seen daring this viais atthe Castle tha: 
T have avoided seeing you alone, and that my 
manner bas not encouraged you.” 

* Pardon me, Leo, wat your manner has 
been sli that I coald hava hoped for, I céuls 
not have expscted you fo show any deotdes 
warrth towards me under the clrcautstancce, 
and your very coldness sad avoidance hav: 
filled my heart with she most deliphefal hopes | 
You have shown such w maidenly modesty, 
auch @ Charmieg reserve, thas my love bis 
increased in etremeth each day. Have I reac 
your neart aright?” 

He endeavoured to encirola’ her with hie 
ats, bat sbe pas him from her with a quics 
dignity, saying,— 

** You misunderstand me strangely, my lor« 
My colduess resulted from a desire to avoic 
the unplesesnt interview now taking place. I 
hoped you wonld have eofficient perception tc 
read my condos rightly, and spare me th 
paia of refusing you. Since you have “c 
dons so, I will now say I eannos be your 
wife!" 

Tae Earl regarded ber in amazement, 
ejacalating,— 

* You reject me?" 

* Absolately, my lord!” F 
Tne Earl refazed to reosive thia decision, 
the very quivsade of tho uaiden’s macner 
aausing bim to think that ehe merely wishei 
to test her power over him. He therefore 
said — ‘ 
‘You will give ma o reason for thia rejeo- 
tion, will yon not, Leopoide? You have not 
heen fascinated into a conssa$ $0 marry Lord 
Waldemere, finops?” 

“Sha answorad imthe negative, 
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remaining guests were hie inferiora in rank, 
and he deemed it absurd to inqaire in regard 
to Leopoloe’s seatimenta towards them, slbeit 
be was not without misgivings as to Basil 
Montmaur, Conoosiving her to be piqned at 
gome ‘oattention on his part, he arged she 
qaession. 

‘‘ You willexplain why you refase me, will 
you not, Leo?’ 

“Tam ioflasnesd by various reasons, my 
ford. Ove of them ia @ desire to be nos only 
joved, but to bave the fices and best love of a 
tras heart. I donot liks the down rabbded off 
the peach offered to me!” 

‘(1t sbas is your objection to me, L-opolda, 
ib ia groundless. I not only love you, bat I 
haves never loved before. No beavty like 
yenra hss ever before flashed across my 
vision, and no beauty can be lovely ia my eyes 
nilees is ig like yours!" 

‘: Trae, you may not have encountered violet 
o,28a and yellow hair on the same person 
hisfors, my lord,” remurked Leopolde, satsiri- 
welly, “bat have you never looked lovingly 
into bine eyes?”’ 

Toe Earl started, and looked suspiciously at 
his conein’s face, 

‘Blue eyes!” he repeated, 
W oat makes you think——" 

Lady Leopolde was strongly tempted to 
reveal her Koowledge of the deception prac 
tfzed ugon Natalie Afton by the man before 
ner, bata timely recollection of her promise 
of seoreay restrained her. 

“{ have notbiog farvher to say, my lord," 
he snewered, ignoring his question. ‘I have 
siven you my decision, and I beg that I may 
hese no more upon thie subject!” 

The Eosrl persisted in urging her to reson- 
sider her refassl, diiating npon the grandenra 
and pleasures she would enjoy as his Countess, 
hut he fiuaily discovered that bis words were 
Vain, 

** You love another, then ?" he cried, wrath- 
fully. 

Lespolde was about to reply, when a wel- 
some footstep sounded in the drawing-room, 
and her face lighted up as she turned to smile 
upon her favoared suitor, 

Basil, seeiog hia betrothed in company 
with her cousin, would have withdrawo but 
for that detaining smile, and, beholding bie 
»pproach, the Earl became asaured of the 
i¢eatity of hia rival. 

Even ia that moment of rage he whispered 
to Lady Leopolde a reqaeat that his propoval 
might rermuio a secret, and then, with a cure. 
lesa bow to Bavil, he strolled away, with 
affected carslesenaas. 

“You look ss#d, Basil?" said Leopolde, 
noticicg her lover's weary air, 

‘Your eyes are keen, my darling!" he 
answered, stepping upon the baloony beside 
her, “Tam sad. I have been troubled to. 
day. Tell me, Lsopolce, are you a somnam. 
buiiet?" 

‘No, not that Tam aware of, Basil, Why 
do you ask such # atrange question?” 

* Because,’ replied Basil, “I wilnessed 
acme'hiag last evening that causes me to 
think thas yoa walkin yoorskep. I saw you 
on the floor above your o7n——” 

Lady-Levpolde started, rememberiog that 
Natalie had visited the Earl's ahamber, and 
abe wondered if Natalie's movements bad 
been watched by Bail. 

** What was thore strange about my presence 
on the third floor, Basil?’ she asked, witha 
éumal:aons beating as her heart. 

‘* | shrink from telling you, my datliag. I 
Oannot tell you. If you were asleep, I implore 
yea to let your maid waton your nighsiy 
alambera. Somes harm may happen to you ia 
your wanderings !"’ 

* If you shought you saw me walking ia my 
aleep lust night, Basil, why did you nos follow 
me?” 


“No, never! 


* “T did, until I became convinced—oh, Leo- 
polde !—that you were broad awake! To-day, 





{ Koo w nos what to thick. If I hed really be. 
lieyed you in @ state of eomaambalizm s. 


should have rashed after you, and taken you 
to your room, I—TI thought otherwise!” 

Leopolde’s cheek barned hotly, and she was 
upon the point of explaining the mystery to 
her lover, even at the risk of breaking her 
promise, when the desire to try Basil's faith 
in her determined her to withhold for the pre- 
sent any explanations. 

‘* Basil,” abe said, tenderly, ‘‘ I am sure 
you think no evil of me. You cannot think 
evil of your promised wife! ”’ 

Her lover tock her face batween his hands, 
surniog it gently go that the light might fall 
upon is, and then he looked steadily into her 
eyes 

The scrutiny saticfied him, for he constluded 
the invessigation by earnest caresser, and said, 
sadly,— 

‘I trust you, darling, faliy and implicity, 
as I would trast a sinless angel! You were 
asleep ys 

“No, Basil, I never walk in my sleep. 
You did not see me last evening at all. You 
were deceived in thinking is was me. I koow 
all about it, although I was not aware that you 
shared my knowledge. Have faithia ms, 
Basil!" 

“IT nave! I have!" returned her lover, in 
tones that testified to his sincerity. ‘ Since 
you say is was not you, sleeping or waking, I 
believe you! You have banished my grief— 
yet I wish you would explain the mystery 
now!” 

Leopolds answered by an arch smile and 
shake of her head, and Basil declared himself 
willing to wait until she was free to explain, 
his betrothed assuring him that the secret was 
not hers to give. 





CHAPTER X'V. 


The wildest ills that darken life 
Are rapture to the bosom’s strife ; 
The tempest, in its blackest form, 
Is beauty to the bosom s storm ; 
The ocean, lash d to fury loud, 
It’s bigh wave mingling with the cloud, 
Is peaceful, sweet serenity, 
To anger s dark and stormy sea. 
—J W. Eastburne. 


As Lord Templecombe passed out upon the 
portico, atter his refasal by Lady Leopolde, 
be encountered his friend, Sir Wilton Werner, 
who regarded his hashed and annoyed coun- 
tenance anderstandingly, and with an air of 
si\mpathy. Tnorusting his arm through the 
Eari's, the Baronet led him down the steps into 
a secladed path, and fiaally said,— 

‘«T see you have no need of congratalation, 
my lord. Lady Leopolde declined the honour 
you offered her? " 

His lordsbip nodded assent, not yet able to 
trust bis voice to speak. 

“I am surprised—yet, possibly. she is only 
trying her power over you. Shall you accept 
the refasal as fiaal, and leave the Castle?” 

‘No. I ehall not lightly relinquish a hops 
which has b:come the mainspring of my life, 
nor wili I yield the ficld to a rival. Lidy 
L-opolde will guard the secret of my rejection, 
end I hope to iaduce her to reverse her 
decision. I must think the matter over and 
decide upoo a plan that shall contain the 
elemeate of success. You shall assist me with 
it, Weruer, bat not to-night!" 

‘** To. morrow, then; bat do not give your- 
self up to melancholy, Templecombs, or go 
aboat with a sad countenancs, in which Mont- 
maur may read your rejsction, and take cou. 
rage to offer hia suit, Take my advice, and 
devote yourself to Lady Eilen Haigh, or Misa 
Braithwaise, and your cousin will be piqued 
into a kinder behavour to zards you!" 

Tais counsel met with a favourable reception 
from the Earl, who turned immediately 
towards the Castle, saying,— 

** You ave right, Werner. All women have 
a love of power, and, I doubt not, Lady Leo 
polde fee's an exaltation in having made me 
miserable. If I remain anchanged ia lock and 
manner she will be piqued, as you suggested, 


and I shall not find it difficnlt to win her. I 
fear that Montmaur may bea more dangerous 
rival than we have suspected, and I would 
like you to observe him narrowly. As yet, I 
think he has not come to an understanding 
with Lady Leopolde!” 

‘Then I will do my beat to prevent one! 
He passed into the drawing-room jast before 
you came ont! Yes, there be is on the balcony 
with Lady Leopolde. Join the guests, Temple. 
combs, and be yourself, while I interrapt the 
téte 2 téle that might prove inimical to your 
interests!" 

The friends ascended the steps together, 
and Lord Templecombe then hastened to join 
the guests, while Sir Wilton Werner sauntered 
through the corridor into the drawing room, 

Tne lovers started oonsciously at his 
entrance, and an embarrassed silence succeeded 
their late animated conversation. These facta 
were noted by the Baronet, even while he 
appeared to see and hear nothing, and his 
keen eyes discovered Leopolde’s hand was 
clasped in Basil's under cover of her scarf. 

The first effort of Sir Wilson, in the charac- 
ter of a marplot, was qaite successfal; the 
lovers scon quitting the balcony in search of 
their friends, leaving the Baronet to the soli- 
tade of the drawing room 

“Very good!" thought Sir Wilton, with a 
satisfied amile, “I have made a discovery. 
These young people have come to an uader- 
standing with each other, and Templecombe's 
way is more difficult. I must see him without 
delay!” 

He atarted with that inteution, but changed 
bia mind on encountering Miss Wycherly at 
the drawing-room door. 

He was, unquestionably, devoted to the 
interests of his friends, bat, very naturally, 
considered first his own interests, and it was 
to farther them that he relinquished all imme- 
diate thought of Lord Templecombe, and re- 
entered the room with Miss Alethea, 

He was too wily to propose to her precipi- 
tataly, or to risk his fate without having ficat 
paid assiduous court to her, and endeavoured 
to interest her in himself. He was not par- 
ticularly anxious to settle the question that 
occupied his mind until he should become 
quite sure that it would be sevsled in hia 
favour. 

Miss Wycherly seemed thoughifal and self- 
absorbed, so that many of the Baronet's rather 
brilliant remarks passed unheeded by her, to 
his inward mortification, and many of her 
replies were totally irrevalant to the subjects 
uoder discussion. 

Bat, suddenly, as a footstep was heard 
ascending the marble steps of the portico, 
Miss Alethea’s manner changed. 

Her pale, statue-like face assamed a look of 
animation; her abstracted gaze changed to 
of quiet interest; and her proud lips curved 
into a gentle smile, 

Sic Wilton ascribed thie ohange in her 
manner and expression to hia latest remark, 
and redoubled hia attentions to her, and efforts 
to please her, just as the Marqois of Walde- 
mere entered the room. 

His lordehip looked moodily at thelady and 
her companion, and then seated himself at a 
litsle table, where, under pretence of examin- 
ing some trinkets, he kept up a severe scrutiny 
upon Miss Wycherly, who affected to be 
absorbed in the Baronet’s remarks, 

Bir Wilton made the moss of the oppor- 
tunity thus accorded him, and had begun to 
flatter himself that he had made a most 
decided impression upon hia lovely hostess, 
when the remainder of the guests re-entered 
the drawing-room, and Lady Leopolde took 
her seat at the piano, playing # song that had 
been solicited of her. 

Miss Wycherly gave place beside her to Mias 
Emily Braithwaite, and soon after left the 
room 80 quietly that even the Baronet did not 
observe her retreat. 

Bat one person witnessed it, and that 
person was Lord Waldemere, 





With a stern compression of the lips, and 
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resolute gleam in his eyes, he silently arose 
and went after her. — 

She was not in the corridor, nor upon the 

ortico, when he reached it, and bis Jordship 

gen to breathe more freely, when he observed 

a stately figure, in feminine drapery, and with 

a scart thrown carelessly over her head, glid- 

ing acroes the Jawn, into the shadow of the 
trees bordering the home park. 

Tha scarf was Lady Leopolde’s, but the 
figure was Mise Wyoherly’s. 

A few minutes’ observation convinced the 
Marquis that Mies Alethea was about to visit 
the fountain-glade, although by a circuitous 
route, and, sessing his teeth hard together, he 
resolved to follow her thither. 

Waiting until a friendly cloud obscured the 
brightnees of the mocn he left the Castle, 
rapidly traverced the lawn, and gained the 
park, then hastily making his way towards 
the fountain. glade, 

He approached it cautioucly, hearing voices, 
and finally paused in the shadow of the trees 
encircling it, his eyes glaring upon the scene 
they beheld. 

The circular glade had never been lovelier 
than at that moment, surrounded by bending, 
whispering trees, with ita green sward bathed 
in moonlight ; and with its graceful fountain 
in the centre toceing up the spray that looked 
like liquid silver, snd that fell again to the 
basin with gentie marmar. 

Bat not upon thete things dic Lord Walde- 
mere look ! 

He r: garded cnly the two persons, who, with 
clasped hands, stcoi within tbe glade, and 
whose words, low-toncd as they were, dis- 
tinotly reached bis hearing. 

Those two persons were Miss Alethea and 
Richard Layne. 

“I received your note thie morning, dear 
Alethea,” Richard Layne was saying, his boy- 
ish face bentover towards the lady, ‘‘ and have, 
as you eee, “~~ the sppointment you made, 
I have not visited the bidden cottsge to day, 
of course, and the time has been long-and 
lonely upon my hands. Why did you forbid 
me to visit the Castle openly to-day, as I 
nea:ly always have done ca:ly since you came 
here to live?” 

“T have a private communication to make 
to you, Richard, and Lord Waldemere 
watobes me so closely that no other ovurss 
than this was open to me. I believe be would 
intrude upon us if you should call as you have 
heretofore done. You know that I have 
brought Arthur to the Caetle ?"’ 

“You mentioned the fact in your etter! 
But was not the step dangerous? You did not 
explain your reasons——” 

I could not, except ina personal interview. 
Oh, Richard, the recret we have guarded so 
carefally is discovered |” 

* What do you mean?” oried Richard 
Layne, in a startled voice, 

‘Lord Waldemere has discovered Arthur's 
existence |” 

Impossible!" ¢jaculated Layne, with a 


look of mingled apprehencion and diamay, | 


“ Why, Alethea, you mnet be dreaming! Your 
fears bave produced thie i)lasion |” 

He folded his arm around her and gently 
conducted her unsteady steps to the marble 
seat a4 a little diatance from Lord Waldemere, 
who silently retreated a few steps, hia burning 
eyee gleaming out at them through hie shelter- 
ing Carkness, 

“No, I have not been dreaming,” an- 
Swered Miss Wycherly, not rejecting the 
arm that still enfolded her. “Tne Marquis 
came 0; 02 us yesterday at the hidden cottage, 
and witnessed the entire scene with Arthur. 
He remained behind us to question Mary Per. 
kins, John Perkins called at the Castle soon 
after, and told me all his lordship had said! "’ 

**My poor Aleshea !” 

‘On entering the library, some time after 
John’s departure, I encountered the Marqaia, 
who refosed to permit my egress from ‘his 
presence until he had overwhelmed me with 
threats, haunts, and reproaches. He declared 
he knew the boy to be mine—else I should 











have been tempted to deny the fact, Youcan 
guess what else he said |"’ 

* Yes, I can guess it all,” answered Layne, 
his fair cheek blushing, 

‘* He threatered to wound me through the 
boy, Richard, and I feared he would ivjore 
him! Should he do ao, how could I complain? 
I could not drag my story before the world, 
and he knewit, And so, to save Arthar, ! bad 
the little fellow bronght to the Ovsstle, where 
he is safely hidden, and where no one suepeots 
a save Alison and me, Have I cone 
well?' 


“Yes, dear, well and jostly. But is it not ! 


possible that the Marqnis soay dieo:ver the 
lad’s absence from the cottage, and anepeo: his 
Btay at the Castle?" 

“It is possible; but he will never have any 
opportunity to verify the suspicions he may 
form, Should I be olosely presrei by him, I 
shall send Arthur to you, Youcan ee: ure the 
boy's safety by taking him from thie neizh- 
bourkood until afier the departure of she 
Margnis!" 

Ricbard Layne warmly approved this deci- 
sion, and declared his willingness to depart 
with the lad at any moment Miss Wyocherly 
should appoint, 

“I knew I could depend upon yon,” 
said Mies Alethea, leaning her head wearily 
upon his shoulder. ‘ Bat for you and Arshar, 
I should pray to die \”’ 

* Bat for our sakes you will be cheerfol and 
happy, will you not, dear Alethea ?” 

The lady smiled faintly and then moaned,— 

“I will be cheerfal, bat I cannot he 
happy while my son must remain unrecog- 
nised. He is such a bright, intelligent !ad, so 
brave and spirited, and yet so gentle! His 
nature is as joyous and joy-giving as yours. 
I should be very proud to own him as my 
ron, but that is impossible! What shall 
we do with him as he grows in years and 
knowledge? We cannot keep him shat up for 
ever!" 

“True, dear! I have thought of a plan 
by which he may mingle with the world 
without being wounded by inquiries in regard 
to his parentage. Let me introduce him as my 
adopted ro2, Richard Arthur Layne. I can 
let is be generatly understood that he is my 
nephew, and no ene will be ill-bred enongh to 
question me farther |” 

“Your plan is better than any I hsve 
devised, and I think we will have to adopt in, 
Bat not quite yet! I must have him s little 
longer to myself before I give him up, even to 
you!” 

Richard Layne replied only by an »ffeotion- 
ate smile, at sight of which Lord Waldemere 
almost gnashed hie teeth, 

‘*We must avoid secret meetings,” said 
Layne, thoughtfally. “I shall continue to 
visit you frequently at the Ounsetle, and we 
can correspond faithfally. If any of your 
guesta were to know of our meeting & wrong 
interpretation might be put upon is, snd Lora 
Waldemere would be sure to find in is freeh 
canse for hatred and persecution. Are you 


sure your absence has been unnoticed this | 


evening?" 

‘ Qaite sure. I left our guests engaged 
with music, and I do not think that even 
one of them could have noticed my with- 
drawal. If any one did it will be supposed 
that I have retired to my own r. ome, where I 
spend most cf my time. Bat I muet retarn. 
You will come over to morrow ?"’ 

Layne replied in the efficmative, and the 
lady arose, exchanged a few sentences with 
him, in sach low tones that Lord Waldemere 
failed to catch their meaning, and she then 
quitted the glade, going towards the Oustle. 

Richard returned to his seat. 

The joyous look he generally wore had given 
place to an expreesion of the utmost anxiety, 
and from a mattered exclamation that escaped 
hie lips, the Marqais knew that he wae thivk. 
ing of the communication he had juss received 
from Misa Wycberly’s lips. 

For some minutes they were silent, the 


Layne bent forward, and Jifte? from the 
ground a bow of ribbon that had fa'ien from 
Miss Alethes’e robe, 

* Poor A'othea !’’ he murmured, putting the 
ribbon in nis pooket. “If contd bat clear 
away the shadows that environ her! ” 

The worde etill srembied on hie lips, when 
Lord Waldemere dashed into the glade, 

Rishard Layne sprang to his feet con- 
fronting him, 

Tae two men regarded each other for some 
moments withont speaking, bud there was a 
; Geadly storm in the eyes of the Marqais, 
before which Layne shrank back appalled, 

The former was the ficst to epesk. 

**Misoreant! villain!” he ejsonlated, 
' hoarsely. ‘ Give me that love-token you jast 
) put into your pocket |" 

Layne hesitated, and handed the Marqnis 
| the rmbbon of which he had jast beoome 
' poseested eaying,— 

‘Isis no love-token, my lord, I found it 

at mv feet!’’ 

‘* Where it has dropped for your benefit!’ 
sneered hie lordship, transferring the bit of 
| silk to hie own pocket, “J know yon «nd 
; Altethea Wycherly thoroughly. Do nox think 
you bave either of you deceived me. Tospare 

! yon any denials, or self excarings, I will esate 
| that I have heard nearly every word of yror 
’ Jate interview, and I congratulate you npon 
| the ingennity you have shown in providing for 
} the foture of your son! That was certamly 
& moet brillians idea of yours—to adopt young 
Arthor Layne!" 

Richard looked astonished, and taunted the 
Marqais with having scied the dishonoursble 
part of listener, 

** Has not the resnlé justified? the act?” re- 
torted his lordehip. ‘I did not come here 
with a deliberate design to listen, but, once 
here, I could not heip it. Do not feign a 
virtnonus indignation at my baseness, Ricnard 

. Layne, and lose sight of she enormity of your 
own conduct !"’ 

Layne made no attempt at & response, and 
Lord Waldemere continued spesking harst:ly 

| of Misa Wyoberly, and inveighing bitterly 
againet her champion, 

* You are not the man to speak agsinet 
Alethea Wycherly, cr sgeinss me, Lord 
Waldemere |” at length criet Richard, stung 
to anger. * Who are you who preenme tv sit 
in ja¢gment upon us? Yoa have been the 
coarse ct Aletheas life! Bao for you she might 
have been blessed and happy emong women ; 
for yeurs you have been the nightmare of her 
exiatence! Ido not wonder that she turns 
pale at the mention of your name, or shrivks 
in horror from your presence!” 

Toe Marqute fsirly reeled at shis declaration, 
bat the ne xs moment he reasserted himnelf, 
exo!aiming,— 

‘Nor do I wonder at it! She best knowe 
the reason of her terror! No wonder that I 
bare her—with an awfal, undying hatred!” 

The psesion with which these worca wera 
utesred died ont of his lordship’s voice sy he 
repeated the last word, and grew ple as if 
alarcoed at his own assertion, 


(To be continued.) 




















A GIRL’S HEART. 
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CHAPTER XXlI. 


Lorp Taunton was not long in making hig 
w-y to the cenoral drive lewsing up to tne 
Abbey, and, as lock would have 18, he eaw in 
the distance the cart from which hoe had 
alighted so short a time ago, acd which, 
having eafely deposited Mies Gienlee as the 
door, was going leisarely towards the stables. 

Hogo shouted to the man, and flang op hie 
hand ss signal and in & few minutes the 
cart was alongside him. He dismissed the 
man, and drove himself by as shorts a out a9 





possible to where it would be nearest and 


watcher and the watched, and then Richard | easiest to reach Alwynne, 



































































na oil 


a 


ba 


ws 


¥ 


e oe. 
= s 


pai ar) 


fF 


Be igt 


ai 
” 


. % st os 


~a 
aes 


* 
* 


irolat video ko-werarcarter Toaulerhaey Ce eee oa eee 


frees 


eles 
oaks Win ek oe 


Seer 


ol ® 





oom 


1.38 





— 


Arrived os this potar 





ms BWisted wie reian 


round @ stardy, low-hung bough, and puehed | 


hurriedly through the geass to the spot were 
ho had left her. 

Tne old knarled trank was where is had 
been these many years, bat there was no 
woman seated on it—no grecefal, fragile 
form, no wan, beantifn! face 


Huyo looked about from right to left, There 


was n) sign of ber. He had « sudden, painfal 


fear at bie heart that she might have faccted | 


and falien. Bos shough he movea about 
looking anxiously, catefully, he could see no 
trace of her. ; 

With a set Jook and contracted brows he 
went back to the cart and uaotie? the reins 
He did not get into the vehicle, bat walked 
beside the horse, leading it. 


two form:—one * mad, the other a wonten, 
Ts wasshe! His hears ceomed to beat and 


throb to suffocation as he reoogoised the man | 


“0D 


e ber hneband, 


It waa not very clear to Hag9, in thinking | 
Oiasters over afterwurde, how he got back to | 


the Abbey, Tocre wae such a miserable 
hn wilcerment in his brain, a confusion of 


anfferiog, of excitsment, of anger and resent. | 
inglhiog with hia deep-ned Jove, and | 


meat 1 
the vearniog thay the sichy of Aiws 


on 


one had 
ly served to atrengsten and intensify. 

He made his way msob*nioastly to his sindy 
~® roomy on the pround flLor—and sat down 


by the table, stsricog with naseemiag eyes at { 


tha old familisr pictures, and the endless tows 
of books that bned the walla, 

Thonght seemed suspended for the moment, 
He was only consotous of the dali ache jn his 
breast, and the sharp. contracting psin in hia 
syes. He was weary, . t00, 
waketul night hours that bad pasred over his 
head, bat yes be had no wish to sleep, 

Tne voice of Jeck Trevelyan jast outside 
he coor awakened him from his momentary 
than Toe re 
to him in the awakening. He took up a pen, 

‘ began writing ag his brother-in-law cam; 


‘‘ How is Gos?” he asked, not looking up, 
bot evidently deeply engrossed in his writing 
“ Dropped off to sleep at last. She isn’t 
sed to pain, aud she hag managed to get 


ot as bad a headache se any mortal need | 


ive, J don’t distnrb you, dof, old chap?” 

Lord Tsanton raid “no,” and wens on 
ug. 

Tl» bad not the least notion what the sub. 

snee of hie letser' was. Hs had commenced 


» to bia lawyer, and had progressed so far | 


4 ohe date and cvé opsrtag sentence ackoow- 
ing the yreoeiut of some leval oom- 
ications, Bayond that his braia did not 

sravel; and? aa Jonn Trevelyan threw himeelf 

into @® chair and took up # paper, his pen 
come to & sudten B.Op 


H+ was otill for so long a time that the | 


otter looked ruand at lass. 

* You don’t look up to much this morning, 
nee?” he sais, involunturtiy, atruck by the 
changed expreasion and colouring in the keen, 


an¢some face, ‘Something in the air, I 


m@ py 


noeessa 
i Y 


‘Is ia one of my bad days,” Lord Taunton | 
said, with a good deal of indiffererca ia hia | 
“ T get like thie nov and | 
G-neral sort of seediness—means | 


vvlcs and manner. 
agin 
noetoing. Goss off in a few honrs,”’ 

Jack Trevelyan lay baok in his chair and 
smoked hig 
ininntea. 

“Tam afraid I know what your complain’ 
iz, Hag, old chep?” 

Hogo looked at him questioningly, 

* Yoa have-gos your wandering. mond on 
again. You have had enorgh of this quiet, 
hno«.drom-lifa and long to oe off again. I 
cosa Bympstbise with you, I kuow exactly 
how youfeek Been throogh it myself. Even 
when I pot my dane wife T aonldu’t qoite 
kaock the old roving crags out of my braing 
the first go off. Is comes natural to us men, 
Movement sometimes is the very breath of 


ST A EIT 


As ha turned to! 
look back. A‘ the bend he saw in the distuide | 


from the long, ! 


eeelty for concealment canta | 


pips thonghtfally for a few : 
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I anu,’” 
lesning fur ward to knook some’ sates owt of his 
pice, ‘‘ and it can’t’ be’expeoied ftai you can 
sestie down here right away: Way don’t you 
| take a run abroad for'a week or two? Go to 
: Perid! You have nof been thera for years. 
Farbish up your French. It is wonderful 
what a lot of ‘good a trip across the Channel 
foes cne someiimes! Oome with you, if you 
like) 

Lord Taunton put his pon down and leaned 
; back in hia chair. Trevelyan's word carried 
| & sense of sympathy that accorded well with 
hi2 present mood, 
| His one conscious desire ‘was to be gone— 
| to be ont ia some wild distant spot, with the 
| heavens wide above him, and natate culy as 
his companion, 

He fein all of a en@iem a eonsa of being 
cribbed, cabinéd, an® confined, even in thie 
epscions and beautifol home of hiss He had 
a longing for ‘tome ‘witd, blastcring wid to 
pour down upon hint, to féel the siing and the 
salt of the sea beat on his face! 

His hears had a lighter throb for a mentent, 
and then he forgot his own pleasures, and re: 
membere? her. If he should do this! If he 
shonid once more tara his back on hie duties: 
on his possessions, on hia position, she would 
| soffer a double sorrdyy. 

He mus not forget this for a moment. In 
| ali his actions he must siady her, so that she 
| should at least be-spared pain throagh him. 

No! he must sbantlon the thoughts of a 
flignt back to tha great countries from which 
be had come, He mst shut his eyes to the 
| stlurements of a lifeof freedom and of isoln- 
tion—at least, for a time—until he was better 
acquainted with the conditions of her life, 
until he had assared himself that in all senses 
rave of the heard it was well with her 

The danger of thid position did not- strike 
him in this isetant, the misery that’ he must 
entiure at the daily, hourly knowledge that 
she was sO near him, yes that ashe was‘ so 
! utrerly lost to him, Thte did net form itself 
tungibiy, definitely, for the moment. 

He was so long in answering that Jack 
Trevelysn laughed slightly, though there was 
something of an anxious expretvion round his 
mouth and in his eyes 

‘Well! Whats doyou say? Shall we give 
the Frenohys a tarn?*’ 

Hugo roused himnclf 

“To isn't a bad igen Bat what will Gag 
say?” be asked, hurtiedly, 

* Oh! solong as fam with you she will be 
conient,’’ Mr. Travelyan Jaughed, and emoked 
bis pipe leisurely for o moment. “ She 
| knows I am snre'to tarn up again; whereas if 
yon took to your wings all slone——"’ Hedid 
| not go on for a few seconds, and them he said, 

quietly, ‘‘ You know ebs fretted herself almovt 
| to & shade abont you sometinges, old chap. 
She does love you so dearly. It I ever’ had 
she faintest scintillation of jealousy for any 
one it should bo for’you; for I don’t know— 
| pon my soul I don't—whict'Gualoves the 

moat, you or me!” 

Lord Taunton pushed himeelf ont of his 
' ohair, and walked to the fireplace, standing 
| before it thonohtfally. 

‘*T won't give her auch cause for’ anxiety 
again, Jack 1" he ssid: quietly, after this panee, 
‘You've hit the nail‘on the head, old chap. 
[hava got my wandering mood on, and if I 
| gonsalted my own inolinations alone I should 
| be off to-night for Kammchatks or the North 
Pole. A fellow can’é rab off all his odd 
corners at first, In time I shalt sessile down, I 
suppose; bot there's something in the wild- 
ness, the risk, and tha delight of going ont to 
fizht big game that does a los to knock off any 
worries that may come along, However,” 
with sa slight laugh that’was not very merry, 
‘if we all were of this opinion, and took’ to 
out heels as soon at we had to fave -a- bit of 
trouble, well, the North Pole would beover- 
: stonked, and the white bears’ would be ex- 
hausted, to say nothing of showing deaced 
ant treatment to the old countryeh, 

ack1" 


our nostrils, 
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cotttinusd Me! Trevelyan; ? 





‘* Well, when yen can’s get tne Nersir Pola 
{ try Pavia!" was Mr. Trevelyan’s reply; lightly 
given, To himssifhe was basy thinking, ‘ { 
have hit one bit of she rigos nail onethe nen, 
batnot the whole, There is: come bother on 
haad, Whatisit—sldormew? He's a good 
actor, bat he can’t qaite: hide» this: poor: cid 
chap! I wish IT could help him, Itisjoliy hava 
that we osn't come to the ‘sorate wad share 
the ntind troubles as well as thdssoof the 
body; bot Hago must always» fight alone. 
Ove knows that by experience; no mnstter how 
| bad or how big, the trouble may be!” 

“Tt sounds: feasibte;’ Hagoo answered, 
“only whatamIcayto Gas? IbT take you 
away she will scalp met" 

‘Leo's put her tothe tess!" Mr, Trevelyan 
smoked his pipe ow thoughtfelly for another 
fow minutes. He gov wonderful inspirations 
from this olé-cherished compenions ‘ Poer- 
haps,’ he said, putting it dewa as” last, 
“ perhape, though, it would: bojast as well it 
you tcok « little rah off somewaere by your- 
self, 1 have been a married) Benedict: for £0 
long. I've got rusty, as it were, and+——’” 

* Doay old Jack?” Huge ssid quietly, and 
his hand went ous wit) one of those cioquens 
gestures which speak more thaa worda. 

“ 7’! make it all right with Gas,” Jack went 
| on, a8 he clasped the strong, tanned hand in 
his for a moment, ‘‘ and endeavour to impregs 
upon her the fact that you are not gone for 
yeara: I expsot she will be more :philo. 
sopoa!l about your departare than—well, than 
| Mise Glentse, for instances! 

Hego did not answer this. In trath, he 
only heard is vaguely. He was wondering it 
this shors journey would be misconstrued by 
her when it came to her ears, 

She had besought him so pitecuably not ta 
go away, and yet—yet she must haow, she 
must feel, that to stay on so nesrto her'wag 
something morethan he eould erdare: 

His heart flamed with hot smosion and 
soffering aa he pictared what>ther life woald 
| mesent. 

For one ecoond he blamed hers Ifehe bad 
| maerisd, was thera need: to have’ come and 
adverticed this marriage in the very precincts 
of his home? 

The blame wad short-lived, for ae though 
—aotive thought—had returned to him he had 
realised that thera was a whole history oon- 
neote? with this strange marriage which he 
hat ty hoar—~—an explanation which ha musi 
gather, not-for: her; bat from: BiairHanter; 
and if that were no¥ possible, tea from 
future cirenm stances: 

He passed bie hand over his brow and stood 
pondering. His resolatiow wae taken et last, 

Ha would ge away for themomens; bat he 
would let ber kuow'that he was. goiry, He 
would not Iet the feat she hadoso creaded 
come to her when she iearnt of hie'absenve, 

He dropped bia hand eaddenty; 

** Jack,” he eaid, “I shall start for Paris 
to nicht!" 

Me. Trevelyan rose to his gidnt‘heighti 

‘¢ That's right, old chap! The beet thing to 
do. Of coarse’ you'll gee your trwps-together 
easily! Nothivg I eawdo, I suppose?” 

p Htgo movai to she writing table’and sat 
own. . 

“ You,” he said’ quietly,“ Would you mind 
riding over to Torre village?” I want to send 
a letter to Mes. Biair, I wonld rather ‘not 
give it to a servant, or wait till thepost, I 
want hex to get it a once."’ 

Jack’ Trevelyaw' frowned 9 littl; bat net 
with svger. There wasa pained look in‘hia 
honest eyes. 

He stood’ knooktag’ hie pipe mechanicaliy 
against the fiveptace, Tae ashes were’ all 
eniptied, but he did not notice this, 

As Hago rose and confronted hint) he took 
the letter silem'ly and pnt it im hie coat-pooket. 

“T shall dettver it early this atsernoon. 
was yoiny to Torre to see Broward” He paused 
for a moment; end then said) a flach moanting 
to his’ face; “ Forgive’ me; olf ctisapy. May 1 
asit’'you one question? Is it theold trouble, 
ora new one? 
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Lord Taunton looked into his eyes. . 

“T's @ new Ong, Jack; and is is comething 
even worse to bese! than tha old ona, some. 
t vparder, something mors bitter and 
a \ Don’t ashi me any dkore, old fellow! 
li t talk of f¢ yos. 1f hardig deuethink: 


cof ity, 1 have alway@ prided anyeeify on beling- 
‘eho leas 


aatiwmgiy 23 most men. IT wastheneds 
stoma) 5 may weather thia; bat--——” 4 

Tiieiaentence wag left) nafiaidied, and Jack 
Trewelyan walked ous of che-ftogmnrwithent 
angitien word. 


-_———-~ 


CHAPTER MXit. 


Lone Tacntos had) baea) io Panis meauly a 
forpmight, when one meriiig, ne. raceived’ a 
lesken/weikson in. Jack) Trevelpan’s. big) un- 
gainig serawl It containg little odds and, 
ondsvotneva about the estate; had many littie 
jokes and sneodotes) ahont Lady’ giving 
nevdatess escapade with hemeyear-oldsbaby, 
ane taeatidaed, in tha! mosiosaugh way, the 


fadbethat tha Torre organistiend’ his protiy 


young-wilé had gone away fomeeme sims. 

Bago mnderstood the purparsot this letter 
neefeesiy, Ib had beem weitteay simply and 
solely'to convey thia lust pices of iaformeAtion. 
Who-shall say that woman manopolives all 
thaeympathy of the world ? 

Tiere was.a-lettac- from Lady. Gaz, too, all 
splashes end dashes, 

‘“ Can’s* sead= yor= sca, of an episile, 
joarest and-pwaetess-of brevaers; Lam in tha 
nostawlatmaddlel Laat paiatieg some of 
she room upaaite—have got inueout a ton of 
Aspinall, aud= have d myself. 
That wanld baa amall thing if Shotee had 
uot teied-t40 follow my exampls, only moreso, 
ina Imudh av he has tricd to swalloy a whole 
tia of the best china blac, Honestiy, I 
¢aoughs if wag all over with tho little chap, 
wad he is now tied up in his crib so thas he 
can't crawi after more! He appears to have 
% depraved appotise, for he Geciures he liked 
is! Of courea, Jack cays it is all my-fania, 
and cails.me ® marderess;motherd Héiivy a 
brate! 

‘‘ Nomews, Blanakeia shill pane, aa boansifal 
&a ever, wad Jeongiag.for- you to come cdhathi 
O21 and-my lovely litsle Mes. Dawier -hae 
geen very iil—hee hasband was iin despair 
about. her, sad has oasied hoz away toiday: 
(Jack saya.‘oartad’ ig a very valgarexpress 
si0n) t0.goe some change of air. I only saw 
her onse. I catled the day after you left; bats 
she seemed; Vesey wesk and langaid then, and 
Thad ne,ogpsetuaity of a caas with her, for 
she could.aascdiy speak,.and be was flattering: 
wasué eg all.the tirac, neodiess.4o.sayy inva 
Seas stale olagitation. How niceit is to: be 
ts mapied Oae always. had sormech made of 
oan 

“I dowé-quite kaow what-her iliness ic 
sometaingof 3 nearadgic-order; thinks She: 
0okedy ai though she-had awfah pain in her 
bead andeyes,poorthing! I am-so sorrg: I 
oam'é seevmore of her, I have 2alen-in -leve 
with her moe-is 60 exquiaitely beautifall. Bas; 
there, I ronas pall.ap, or 1 sbalk make -tiia. 
‘evtenasdong,aeone‘ oli the gospela.. 1) hapey 
Hage, deary yoa-are- having & festive time 12! 
you sée,any lovely drooks-you cua buy: then 
for me.. I know E ava amiddis-aged cmatnon,: 
bat.whei woman ever grew #60 cid fon m naw: 
frooks! Shelto- ia . rOpring: like» an bay ofp 
Bashan. I roust fily!—ivew your loving, 
devoted sister, . ** Gus? 


P.S.—" Don’t sisyavway.too long, Wecan'é 
do-withous you, dear old éhiag.! 

_ 2ad.P,S.—\ Bring.aome.bonbona, Blanche. 
ia fond of thenr!”’ 


The smile called.upby.Lady Gas’ effasion 
waa lingering on Lord Taunton's face when 
bis Man came & telegram in his 
hand, 

The‘ emile- gave way to's stdden look of 
pain; ae he opened and read the frantic 
entreaty. 








‘*Come at onca, Jack has had a dreadfal 
accident; was threwa from horse, unconscious; 
does no#Kaow me. I amdisixracied. “Gus,” 


Preparations wereimmediately made zor a 
hurried. d » there wad. no 
ptotpsot: of; crossing the. channel till night, 
time. Hugo.fels his heart- heavy ia his breash: 
as be thought of hia sieter's trouble. 

Is secmed sagh an anamaly, that tronbdle 
plaanid coms to Gad bright, beppyy, eanny- 

—she who, had never known sufieting or 
amziety, save perhaps, on his acoomat during. 
thewhocla.offiexiife. 

PoorlickeGuel In. imagioation, ha. could: 
seo her) pretayy, piduente: iace- drawa and- 
haggard \witweudion grief, Hin thoughs 
was for her, batthe sympathy: thagefilied bia 
heart overflowedias ho remembered the cause 
of this grief. Hg, kaaw novmen. whora: hs 
eatcemed andliked so; well ashe did. Jack 
Trevelyan. 

He bad givenshis nistex willipgly, gladly, to 
the fine, manly, bonesh-young-feliow, avd he 
had never ones had/@smemens's regretor)\ un 
a er ee so mamta io 

1S Fags wae of, qnessioning a by \aa 
he slighted) a lagiat: Westohweser | station. 
Even Alwynne- and alli-the: nviserabledrard 
and safféring shat oiroled(abous her: waadete 
gotten in) thia) moment, as» he looked@be 
inquiry hia dips could nos utter of the groom 
who had/brought-the dog-cars to meet him. 

“Mr. Trevelyan ia still unconzcieus, He, 
ain'’ neithemepoke nor racved, my lord,’ they 
man saidiqniokly; and thera wan agnosis: ay 
weaksess in bis voice, and a tear iu MMs eyes 


as he epole, for Jack Trevelyan wagsbeloved ) 


by all who kmewhie, big oremaill, 


Hugo drové-tocthe:Adbey in silence, Hie. 


mide no effort to-quessien the man furthers 
He folt something of a vagne-reproach in-hig 


She was shrewd enough to, prasy wa oueca 
that is was hee womaniiness aad natyrai 
Bympathy that had woo from hia thus email 
advance on theirmnat convontional tricadabip, 
and sg: ehe setled down to continue tux 
perudaliet hex woyel she dctermined she wovia 
take this mood aq the keynote to her fatacs 
aotionswhese Lord Taunion was conosraed, 

rmade hig way up to the sick room, 
he {Or & moment contemplating the 
noane Defave Him til! a mist of sears rose bafore 
hiasight,. and bioteed is out. 

Allwaseo still, In a vague sort of way it 
Siruck-him as.being 2c strange that it could be 
s@ stillowith: Gad ia the room,-Gas, who was 
nanally surrounded by an ainagsphere of bactla 
and lasghter ond life | 

Te waa hard to. cealiga that that smad, 


Gus, Ho bad usver though’ is possible thas 
grisfoould work vo awiit a change. 

In that white, sot face, wish the blueshaded 
eyes, the hair pushed back from the brew, ho 
could trace noi sven the faintesd likeness, tha 
sanny, merzy, happy sistershe kuew-s0 wali. 
He want up-to her-softly, teushing hex hand, 
and witispering her name, 

Sha. turned with an inartiontate- ces, aed 
flang herself inte bis ars, olisging-to-him 
like » Hitétle obiid, 

‘He will diet” alo whispered, hoarseiz, 
“ Lock—icok at him, Hugo. He has never 
moved, never stirred, I have apcoken to hint 
a0_ofteit—so offen, and he.doos not hear me, 
end Jack always answered me. I knowhe wilf 
fie! Thsy say kind thiogs to try and:icom- 
Wort me, but I keow batter!” 

Hogo held the trembling little form to his 
hears, Words would net come easily, and the 
consclation his heart desired to give ber 
pesized eo imposeibie as his eyes wous to the 





hesrt as he drove through the sow luxarioualy, i 
lesfed park and grounds. Perhaps had he | 
been 8) home the accident might not have | 
cconrred. It waa one of those fleeting | 
thoughts thatare always the accompaniment | 
of hear*felt sorrow, the natural attendant, as 
if were, to the: regret that harai has coms to 
any dear one, 

The: very> walle aad windews and doors 
feemedito spowk a sympathy in the grief that 
had fallén: upon thse big house—all was so 
atiil, No prety, piqnaute, flatserme figure at 
the: dobrway 5 no tell, broad form an® hearty 
laugh and voice to welcome bim av howliphted ; 
only the pravefave of wha butler, whe epoke 
tha:ssme medeugs ag ithe proom., 

As he passed throngh the hall Hngo saw 
through an open doorway a tally waite-nobed 
figure, Is was Bionobe Glenlee. Hame2n% to 
pags on, a8 he did not think she saw: hin, bat 
she sunnedand oa we tq him burried) y. 

‘On! Lord Taunton!” she gaid; her -vaine 
no longer bard: aud, slow; bué: changed, and 
changed with emotion, ‘ Lam sogiad-you have 
come. Poor litva Gav, i¢ isgo terribie! She 
has not shed one tear; [ have not koown whats 
to. do. with hex, I -amso: glad. yoa hawe 
come!” 

Hogo-hela@ hes hand gently. For the. firaé, 
time-he.had s .fecling of, liktag for, her; sha, 
seemed 80 womanly, 50 tendas-—quise, nooner 
creature tothe big, handsana, laveuaid,. seacial 
woman> whom, La¢y. Gus. had. adoined. ra; 
mach. 

He said.come: words to her. Waat-they.were, 
hehardly kaew, for.-bis.thoughés, wera: with 
the. sister, upstied,.and,, he: was alee ancea- 
sgioug that he beid-hex-haud, in hia wbilehe. 
spoke. 

"Siena waa perfectly consciaus of this 
slight breach of etiquette, but marie nocifors 
to remind him of is; and as.he loasened her 
fingers at lass and turned away, moving bur- 
riedly up the stairs; & gleam of something jike | 
triamph, snd most certainjy intense sapiafac- 
tion, carne into hex big biue eyes. 

It certainly waagratifying,to feel that, after. 
all, she had not-wasicd hereelfin vain in bay- 


bed where lay that still figuro—as suff ang 
silent ase fizure hewn of marble, 

Lady Gua litscd her anguisi-stricoken, iear- 
fess face to his, 

‘You will not leave me, Hagei You will 
sisy with me always now! I~I have xo ona 
bat you!” 

Ha kieved her cold brow: 

“ Darling, I wili stay with you always!” he 
answered, tha reproach he had before felt 
coming back fourfoid. 

What, after ali. were bis griefa and. dis- 
appointments before sunk a sorrow ag this? 
And then came anosmer thought, thai it 
Alsvynne could know, would not her first tendsr 
remembrance bs for thie poor tortared won, 
on whose life’s sunshine the shadow had fata 
80 swiftly, 59 dreadly. 

It wad not the moment. to nurse ereifzh 
feslings. What though he must live haze 
with the koowledce * Alwynue’s presence 
perpetually beride Woaai thoagh his 
eyes must rest on her lovely furm and face, 
growing so unendurably dearer to him, and 
fall also on that strange, false other to whom 
she belonged—what shen ? 

He was not the first. who had had to lira 
side by side, as it were, with the open grave, 
in which hope, love, happiness, were fur cver 

oried, 

Tha power of responsible acting was tazen 
from him now. Even ibongh his whole cont 
craved to’ put epave between himecif and his 
lost love—human natars, sficotion, sorroy, 

bole@ 


sympathy, daty, aill—rose before him to hold 
back, 





Temptation might ba thrust in hia path, 
His heart faltered, as in quick precitica ba 
foreshadowed ths evffering that would and 
must come to him through Alwynns; but—tbes 
he must withstand temptation, he must be 
strong as iron—the weakness and Jongieg in 
his heart muss be crushed under foot, aud be 
forgotien. 

His sister looked to him for comfort and 
help, and in a sort of premonitory way it 
came to him that Aiwynne would look to him 
ws hia sister did. He must be true to hia 
honour, to hia manhood, and help. them & oth. 

+ 





ing remained on at the Abbay during his 
abeence, 


Alwynne sat by the window of the lodging. 


crouched up figare beside tha bed could be, 
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bouse, and looked out at the sea. The sun was 
shining on it, and the white.crested waves 
rolled and murmured a eort of joyous song in 
the sunlight. A book Isy on ber bnee, but she 
was not reading, she was not even thinking. 
Conscious, Cefinite thought was something 
that never seemed to come to hernow. Her 
mind was in a perpetual haze, in a sort of 
dream, in which everything was vague and 
indescribable, save only one feeling, a domin- 
ant, overpowering feeling thats when some- 
thing — someone, some etrange, invisible 
influence crew near to her—she must arise 
and obey its mandates, whatever they mizht 


be. 

She hed grown very thin, and her Icvely 
face was worn and strangely altered, but 
there was no diminution of her beauty. As 
one of the most extraordinary writers of the 
day eaye :— 

*' Pain and time, which trace deep lines and 
vrite a story on a human face, have 
ttrangely different effect on one face and 
another. The face that is only fair, even very 
fair, they mar and flaw; but to the face 
whose beanty is the harmony between that 
which speaks from within and the form 
through which it speaks power is added by 
all that causes the outer man to bear more 
deeply the impress of the inner. The pretty 
woman fades with the roses on her cheeks 
and the girlhood that lasts an hour; the 
beantifal woman finds her fulness of bloom 
only when a past has written itself on her, 
ana her power is then most irrisistible when 
is seeme going.” 

Alwynne’s beauty was not material, but of 
the soul. Despite the dreamy hsze that had 
come into her eyes, clonding as it were, their 
exquisite intellect, the fragrance of her 
young soul was breathed throughout her 
individuality. 

She sat looking at the sea, yet seeing it not. 
The sunshine, the murmur of the waves, the 
jeughter of the children, all were there, but 
the sense of none of it came toher. She sat 
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back, her eyes fall of soft beauty, with the 
book open on her knee. Suddenly she aroused, 
as with the touch of some atrong magnetic 
thrill, and turned her head. 

The colour flushed in her face, then died 
away as her husband came towards her. 

“ Put on your hat and come out!’’ he said, 
and as he spoke he passed hia band softly 
over her beantiful hair. ‘ The sunshine is 
lovely! You sit here too much.” He langhed 
soffly as she rose with docile obedience, 
** What a good child you are, Alwynne! You 
do all I tell you.” 

She put the book on the tsble without a 
word, and went to the door. Just as she 
reached it he called ber bask. 

‘‘Come and kies me!” he said, in the same 
laughing sort of way. 

She turned at once, and went up to him, 
lifting her lovely face to bis, 

He touched her lips lightly, and then dis- 
missed her. 

Left alone, Blair Hunter stood in front of 
the window and smiled to himeelf. He ap- 
peared to take a deep interest in the mar w2- 
vres of some children who were erecting a 
huge castle of sand. 

‘* Everything comes to him who knows how 
to wait,” he said to himself. ‘‘ Well, Heaven 
knows I have waited a good century. Thought 
at last my luck was buried for ever. The 
devil takes care of hie own. A good, sound, 
true proverb that, for he has taken pretty 
good care of me all through my life, bar a few 
ups.and-downs.”’ 

He left the window, and began pacing to 
and fro the long, narrow room. 

‘Is works well,’ he muttered to himself, 
and there was a lock of suppressed excitement 
in his face. “I can almost see the future. 
What chance was it that threw Alwynne in 
my path jast at this crisis?” He shrugged 
his shoulders. ‘‘Cnance! Why, it was fate— 
my life itseif—my very life!" 

He atood silent for » moment, and then 

















stretched out his large white hand and 
laughed. 

“They shall dance like puppets to the 
music I choose to play; and, by Heaven, I 
shall play a big tune. It léoked a safe game 
before—having all the tricke—but this will be 
safer. Thanks to that boy’s information, I 
can hold hia lordship the Earl pretty much 
as I choose. He won’s be abie to refuse 
Alwynne much, and if I fail to extract what F 
ask from him—vwell, Alwynne will be more 
stccessfal.”’ 

He leaned against the window still emilin 

** What curious fools sc-salled good people 
are!’ he mused on, deeply interested in the 
sand castle beyond. ‘‘ Thie wife of mine, for 
instance—what an extraordinary creature 
What quixotic madness! To turn her back 
on loxury, to cut herself off from the man she 
loves,and all for wha: ? — a few paltry principles, 
a sense of honour, which may mean a good 
deal in sound, but certainly won’t put food 
into one’s mouth. Well! it’s an ill d, and 
I am not going to grumble, since her folly 
has driven her into my hands. By Gad! but 
she isa prize worth having to me! I neet 
never despair now. If all my plans should 
fail—and failure does come, who knows that 
better than I do ?—well, I bave a gold mine in 
the girl, properly worked! She wants work- 
ing, though!" He turned from the window, 
and his smile went. ‘' She is dazed and over- 
whelmed jast at present—she has not had 
time to recover; but,’ he frowned slightly, 
“she will make an effort to recover, and 
there will be a struggle,” be paused a moment. 
“* Well, let the struggle come! I can meet it, 
and end it too. I am too strong for them all! 
I must always win!” 


(To be continued.) 
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Tuere sre known to be 209 cities in the 
world with populations of over one hundred 
thousand persons each, 
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NOVELETTE.) 
THAT TROUBLESOME BETTY. 
= RP mn 
CHAPTER I. 


“Ir is nearly high time you girls settled |” 
saye Mrs. Grath, a trifle quernlously. ‘ Here 
ia Eleanor twenty. five, and you are nineteen 
next week, Betty !” 

“I would not marry the bess man in 
Christendom until I was thirty,’’ remarks 


-Betty, coolly. ‘I want to have a little time 


before I venture on matrimony. It must be 
awfal to be compelled to eccount to & man 
for all one’s goings and comings. In fact, I 
think single-blessedness is the only blessed- 
ness ;'’ and, tossing aside the lace she had been 
mending, she gives one exhaustive yawn and 
stands erect, looking down at mother and 
sister with laughter in her hazel eyes. 

“If you wait until you are thirty,’ remarke 
Mrs. Grath, sententiously, ‘you may have 
to wait the remainder of your life. Good 
looks and youth go all too quickly.” 

** Ob, bear ber!” cries Betty, delightedly ; 
‘‘and when you have heard her, Eleanor, 
mark what manner of woman she is. I vow 
the is younger and prettier than any girl of 
my ecquaintance, It is really too absurd to 
call her mother. With such a model before 
us, do you think it likely we shall believe our 
good looks will leave usearly? Yon are forty- 
four, my dear, but you certainly have the 
Sppearance of thirty-four |" 

The mother wears a pleased expression, all 
the more so because she knows that Betty is 
speaking the truth. There area great many 
folks who declare Eleanor Grath looks nearly 
as old as her mother ; and #0, in fact, she does. 

“ Betty, you are a sad flatterer!” says Mrs. 
Grath, smiling indulgently, ‘ Bat I really 

Icarry my years well, Heigho! I was 
only seventeen when I married, and Eleanor 
was born on my eighteenth birthday. I 








remeMber how disappointed I was my first 
child was not a boy; but your father was well 
content. To the end he worshipped me; and 
knowing how delicate hia health was, how 
uncertain his hold on life, he sacrificed all his 
pereonal property to purchase me an annuity, 
You see, if we had lived up to the foll extent 
of our income, at his death we should have 
begn paupers, because the Grath estates are 
80 strictly entailed. And this ia the reason I 
wish to see you settled, girls. We are er joying 
now an income of five hundred pounds per 
annum. When I am gone you will have 
nothing.” 

** Don’t speak of death, mother dear!” says 
Eleanor, in her soft voice; but Besty breaks 
into a little langh. She objects to sentiment 
on principle. 

‘You absurd creature, you'll live to be a 
very old woman. You are only jast beginning 
life, I declare 1 often doubt the relationship 
you are pleased to claim,” and catching Mrs. 
Grath by the waist, she whirls her round the 
room, frantically. 

“Btop! Stop! Betty, you mad thing, be 
quiet. I really want to talk to you serionsly !” 
pants Mrs. Grath. 

“T hate anything serious,” but she releases 
her mother with an amused air. 

The litsle woman stands looking up at her 
—for Betty is rather tall, and Mrs. Grath 
only boasts four feet ten in height. Sheisa 
very pretty little woman, slender as a girl, 
with blue, innocent eyes, and a great mass of 
yellow hair, in which there is not one thread 
of grey—just the sort of oreature to be coaxed 
and petted, but never to be worried with busi- 
ness matters, or harassed in sny way—a 
little affectionate, kind-hearted woman—a toy, 
but never a helpmate. This is Mre, Grath, 

‘*Now, mamma,” says Betty, tossing the 
chestnut curls from her brow. ‘‘ What is this 
all-important subject on which you wish to 
dilate?" 

Mrs. Grath blushes, hesitates, and then 
stammers,— 


.‘‘I BEG YOUB PABDON!’” SAID BETTY, PREPARING TO GO.] 





-_ 


“ Why, my dear, I reslly think if Eleanor’s 
engagement does not soon end in marriage, 
she had better give up all thought of Dick 
Ryder. Africa isso far away, and men Fo 
soon forget. He may even now bave a wife, 
although he doesn’t care to acknowledge the 
fact. It is four years since he went away to 
make his fortune—six since he first aeked for 
Eleanor. Mr. Congreve was asying last night 
that no man had a right to play the laggarc in 
love, as he has done,” 

‘How dare Mr. Congreve meddle with my 
affairs?" demands Eleanor, in most unusus} 
passion. ‘‘ Mother, how could you make him 
your confidante in such a matter? I will not 
allow it, I hate the man!” 

Mrs. Grath stares at her in a scared 


n. 
“I did not think you would mind,’ she 
says, tamely. ‘Oh, dear! how unlucky I am, 
so often to offend. Aud Mr. Congreve has 
been £0 kind, has helped me in eo many ways. 
Really, I think that you might make your 
mother’s friends yours.” 

Friends!” echoes Eleanor, with quiet 
scorn, ‘It remains to be proved that Price 
Congreve is your friend. Perhaps he hopes to 
be something more!" 

‘* Well!” bridting, ‘‘'I am not too old to 
marry again!" 

** Not too old, mother Cear! But you would 
not yield my father’s place in your heart to 
one all unworthy of it?" the daughter asks, 
affectionately, and Mrs. Grath begins to 
whimper. ‘Forgive me, if I spoke too 
sharply, bat I wae vexed that Dick should be 
discussed by—by that man. Poor Dick, 
who has had four such cruel years of struggle 
and privation. Ah, dear, of yourself you never 
would have hinted he was faithless. You 
would not have hart me so oraelly, and you 
don’t believe it.”’ 

'' No,” says the elder lady, tearfally, ‘‘I 
don’t believe it now; but sometimes I do. 
And oh! I am so anxious about your future 
and Betty's !” 






























oe a wees 






Cane rnier amen 


SS ee ae! 





— ee 








a i tna  c OER a 





2 rs 


Tt 
ee ee 


ar. 
> et 


ye 


r 
° 
en eee | 


et 
_ 


ee ee 
o* Aapnt eh ee 
ot ot ee te cee 


chm ooth 


hie 7. 
lle Oe aha, a 


own re 


wt ee 


Cee 


ape tt ghee eee Aer or 


ui 
bs 

ee | 
ae 
4 
ae <3 
pe | 
| 
A | 
> 
a + 
eo} 
Pee 
ru a} 
Bs: $ 
e | 
; ’ 





1e2 








a ae ON 


THE, LONDON READER. 


June 13, 1881 





“You can leave Betty to take care of her- | 


self,”’ remarked that young lady, groffly; “and 


ahe will - awfally glad when this absurdly 
sentimental sceme closes’ —ehe baa furtively 
oy oe away her:tears of pity for Eleanse, 


nd ses » bere, my cesar litue woman,ét” Ma, \ 
© sma ve want to merry you, he anmsé first 

t my pormission, May he livastill’ he-gese 
it! And,” wih a sudden hagsbeot temper, 

“if he daree ta say or insigaate anything / 
horrid of Dick, I'll resormythe: co 

with interests! He is aeaiieak Pear og | 
ventarer, for all his haadegme face and suave 
manners i "’ 

Ans here, to her. @iamay, hex mother barste 
inte & paasion.of w | 

* You are orvebjiand ungratetal girle;” she + 
sobs. ‘ You thinkimethiog of: oy the years I 
have spent in your serviee. I have never 
denied you any wisiiI had ituin my et 
grant; and now when [ :prakeo/yen for 

own good, you 'revde me audiimy ‘triendet” ? 
and rushing fronyheroom ahdtene the door 
behind her. 

* Whew |” saya Betty, Siam egiving uttez- 
nee to & sound shamefuliy like-a whistle 

har is to be dome now? Shall we go-to 
her ” 

‘* No," anewers Elsanor, ‘* Siteda best aloney: 
and when she comes down wewmast pretend to 
hove forgotten: all abomt obia litle explosion.” 

“Tf I thonghe shoewould mayaty- Mr. Cons 
greve I woaldgo away,” aunounecd Bosty, 
wish solemuity. 

“Oh no, you wonld™met, Younwould stay 
to look after her int@reste, Pager mamma, 
she is so innocent of gpile! Bate hope we 
aeed nos fear-sach an end to her a 
with thet mam. Sha is only flattered by his 
attentions. After all these yeard she curely 
vould not give us a new fxs sher”? 

‘** And snch @ father! Eleanor, yon must 
not mind what she esid about Dick. He ia 
43 true as etee’, and you are not the sort of 
yomen ® man taeily tar gets. Poor old Dick! | 
how I shculd like te sea hia honest, uply face ' 
egain—for he is ugly.. Even you, Eleanor, | 
can’t pretead to think hioa an Adonia}” i 

Eleanor laughs. 

“Beanay lica not, so much in the. face 
beloved ag in the.lover's eyes,'’ she. quotes; | 
“and Iam prouder of my Dick. than I ever | 
could be. of the handsomest man under the 
sun! I don’t cara for % bathsr’s model sors | 
of creatnra, all pink und white, with im { 
macuiate-cutia, I like, to feel that, if I am 
Strong, my lover is stronger; that thereis 
nothing weak and effemixa*e about him; that 
in crowded ojties, wheresstera msn mees,. he 
oan-claim and held bia own,” 

‘t Deas me!” says Byity. lifting laughter, 
loving eyes to the esiling. ‘‘ A diasertation, or 
the genus man, by, Miss Grath; admission 
free, gratis, for nothing |” 

‘‘ Betty, you ara incorrigible. I don's know 
how to tals sc you, , my dear, when your 
turm comes (and, you oan's go through: life 
without love) I prophesy you will be aa idiatie 
at those you mosacespise, You never do anys 
thing by halves, When yon give-your. hesxs 

on will give it. wholly, irreveoably, generously. 
Abl niy doar, myy Heaven grant the man of 
your cheice may berworthy of you!” 

“Great Powers! whe» a. mountain you 
bave made of,a.mole bill? On,if only Dad 
been born a boy I shonid have beem spared all 
this silly senaiment,-ali bosber of any. bind. 
Nell, when I was yonoger,.1 declare to you 
I've cried #0 think.c! «ll:the chauces.of. glory 
I had lost through my nnfortunate.csx; and 
I've spent. weole hones revelling: in taney: ou 
Cosert iclands,or saling. she wide seas king.of 
the. pirates?’ she leis ber white, lissom hands. 
tall. upon. her. lap “Waat chances: of. dis. 
tinopion I have loss | 

‘) You migks bave aspired. to the chiefsanoy 
of.a saugglen’s band! ” 

“Thank you, no. All I did should beabove 
board., Eve no favcy. for. sueaking » to 
— tha dark, or. dodging revenue officers, 

i think I chould have made dashing Lorpin; 
or Daval!” 





‘ 
| 





&b 
} fas 
' Hiesnor’s room, 


‘* Where is the difference between smuggler 
ani highwayman?” 

“Tam no} of-am argumentative turn of 
mind,” Besty minha lofiily ; “and@imay I 
remind you, Missy Grath, it ig time we 
dressed? Megs, Bowker dees. not like un- 
punctual guests; " so with a smile and a nod 
to Dieauor she goss from the room and up:te 
ber owm spartment, which is. very high’ up 
indeed—Mrs, Grath renting chamberswon the 
iviage.ot a geement, if one may be 
olisved such an expression. 

Sa Le a er fo ie gut ‘fe 

or the 5 ig 
ino aditele troubled abont her mother. 

She stands a moment, lookieg tram»: the 
tiey windew, and very fair she ia 4 seox Tho 
ndeed against sp aay rhe vay Ma da 
i / the raddy brown 
of tressea which fall below tho slender waiss. 
The-innecent, youthfal face is co) brightand 
eager; the dewy eyes eo fall of hope, thas one 
qnite forgets that the nose is of a nondescript 
hind, — & trifle-too squase for beauty. 
eet Betty smiles, onavia *apt to 
orges i bus the flash ofpwhisesceth, 
pe tr bewildering pe ier rie 
a kang tin 

A roguieh, y English eizhy nos without 
& reserve of and couragegsack is Batty 
Gratir; fall of young, strong-life, aud quick, 
eR Ta emotions, 

Fler toilet butverplittie time ; bus 
itis mest cffeotive, though:.simple in the 
extreme, She wears a blaek net» gown, with 
olasters of crimson and yellow flowers artis- 
tieally placed about the train and coreage ; the 
jaster - quite hightothe throat, with a tiny 
rafts of laca-about-it, and the sleeves deasend 
to the elbow, 

Batty is a modest-gizl, and cares less than 
nothing what strictares may be passed upon 
her s nppeerenee 80 long a3 she feels “ respast- 
“a3 ehe expresses ié. 





Catching up her | 
n and cloak she rung lightly down to 


‘Are you ready ?” she asks, briskiy. *‘ Oh, 
I say, how nice-youlosk! That gray dress 
| Saiée you so Renatifally,y fox yours is quite the | 
nuw like siple, awfully: fascinating, if ia | 
dossm’s davelap tes far, Waercig the iitile | 
mother? "’ 

“Tam here,’ sayaa voies in the doorway: | 
** Denar meoy gizle, how quick you have bsem!” | 
and there i; Mra. Grash arrayed in all her 
giory, every trace of her recent agitation | 
removed fron her smiling, blushivg face, 

She looks remarkably pretty in a dress of 
like muslin; bat Betty frowns asvshe walks 
through the hall, 

‘“ Why will che -wear sack ‘decoletie gowns?” 
she.thinks. to herself) and st: tha door she 
paMHeR, 

** Peay draw your cloak closer, mamma. Tb} 
id ®& chilly night, and. your neck» igs go | 
exposed.'’ 

Bateg hhae-such anvanpleasaut way of speak. 
ing hor, mind, aud the mother stants -juat & 
ew in, awe of) hem; 80 she says, depreca®) | 
inaty ,— 

‘* Maradcn hey mos made! it quite to crder, 
deaw; I magtremonstrate with heri” 

“IT bops you will; it iom'’#+peemfy for’ 
moGess- women to appsazin auch afaskion'!" 
and thon she subsides:into siledcd; sorry that’ 
shahas said any@hitg 40 spoih hor! motiear’s 
pleasura, but glad thatessethas dared to sseak- 
tha tzath, 

Mra, Bowker: mecia them with ouwmiretched 
handa, and whisperss few words to the blavin. 
ings hal, smiling; half-apprekensive widow: 
Theo tall, dasio man of distingué appearence: 
comes ap. 

‘* Mea Gaathy I amedelighted! I havdiy 
expacted-to,meet- you berses How: charming 
maar Miws Greats Miso Batty; you should 
bave aniolder chaperone, Keally your mother 


does nos.leok the character.’ 
‘*No, does sha?” breaks! in that awfal 
Betty, and ‘‘she has kep’ her innocence with> 


her-innoeent locks; Really 
pounce on this little lamb!” 





‘the dim light; 


| my nearest neighbour ans 
| SWAY. 


: axe for this Kind of thing, 


eiteneeninhaiestlbtinientd 


His eyes me ” ase—horanao bright and 
agereveive—snd thea he slowipiwaics. 

“Hed-yoa avy partieuian: wolf in your 
mind whem you made (hel: sepgeca, Miss 
Beity?” 

“Of, ne,” tha-widow says, qaisklp; “and 
really if you pay attention tc ull shat Basty 
says your days will ba fclly occupied. You 
mustnot heed my silly litsic gict ¢ momsenge.”’ 

He bends hisdack bosd, a8 -whisperwa few 
words she alone cso hoax; bud e%e clashepas 
brightly. as any meidea, and: Barty, reuaaphe 
quitcaudibiy to Kiewnor,— 

“Tepe kill himi I know I shail; anée 
andeefer menma, 1 an aekamed of hee ih”? 

“ Oh, Betsy |” 








OBAPTER It. 

A youn lady has begun to siav. Shehesa 
nosion that the world b wl float & prema denna 
in her, As asnatieeo! fact, che haae 
voica of suvrmons power, | bud saeethly. : 
and Betty, watosing hee opportnaisy, efféats 
amescaps to a quiesditele wtcove ¢ nwidexably 
removed from tte dvawivg-room. 

Hare the voiss comes-to hor sotteaadl by tha 
Giteazoe, and. with a thenstal sign» Batty 
enters the bower of farms ana floweray Tago 
dim that she has reached tas on9 seg 
before sha sese it ia alseat ¥ cvgupieds 

“T beg your pardoa,” che says, prepapiagto 
go, bat the one covepent rises with angrave 
bow. 

“Do not Iet me drive yea aways It you 
would rather i should go i will [tie very hot 
in the rooms.” 

** I don't mind t2o-heat; in fact, I like it,” 


| Bessy anewers; trying to goo what manner of 


man her companion ig, and failing because of 
‘*hbut—bat—oh! I know I 
should make no disparaging remarks, bus that 


| girl’s voica ia $00 awfal !"’ 


“Tam glad I am aot the only saffsrar,” 


| angwerg she msn, witha low, amased laugh, 


‘'] felé if I remained longer £ should fall on 
»y hind} so Poams 
jorsurce Her guoesta 








Dose Mra. Bowker 

clten in this fashica?"’ 
“JT don’t kaow. LI hope not; butitis rarely 

we visit here. [In fastpwe don'é go out very 


| much,” 


* And you would like to?” 
‘To concerts aud theatres, yes; bntl don’ 
ijas' so prosy. IL 
can't invemt: amalbtaiz, I laser ip; don'ts 
you?” 

‘ Indeed; Ido; bat unfortanstllge I don't 
ottea meet a kindradwoul. I only drifsed bere 
toenighs through:soms unbappy aodident.” 

‘* | wish Mrs, Bowxerooulé hear you!’ says 
Batty, witha beopy laugh (sme ia fasting so 
well:pleased with sear new friend). * Dshoale 
like to’ see the -ucow!l wis woieh: siee would 
faveur you) Saeas » bridle terrrtic; you know. 
At: least; youmay ns bevory’ welt acquainted 
with her?” 

‘Tam hee cousin,” comes thequict: anewer; 
but the voice has oa. rippis of sevassarens ‘in 
i ity “ Allow me’ to imtsoducy my saif-in) thet 
character!’ 

Poor Betty: coidapees,: Jf only» she: ooald 
getup and rontaway! Obi) wiryedoas not 
shisy dreadfal-mew-holg hervout of hem di- 
lemms? Ab lass sue enya, ia shomeeckest: of 
Voices,-— 

“Of courses you wii repeatrvallhinsp silly 
chatter tober; anthshe will tell mamma? Ob, 
dear b why'dithyoa iead me onto tik s0Ceun- 
fidemtiadiy 2?” 

He jeans forwaydj 136 at the propor angleto 
sea her face clearly—+view fais; ionosemtjcoen: 
fusedface; with its-troubied; self: repreachial 
eyes. 

me I shalieay nethisg: Your sentimentsars 
only atsineeeke es! mys oan: Te isn't: good 
form:to:to with one's oztess but thereisnus 
Woman Oo Gat sat Whd! ircitetesane co quitkly 
agimy: worthy cousin: 
with Bowker: I hadine idespthatthe was bring- 
ing-me to ‘one of hisowife'e seleet entertain 
ments, I almostiunderatood ahe waxout, and 
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when I learned. the trash it was. too late t0 | 
craw back.” ' 

“Tam glad you will net cepeat my words," | 
cava Basty, etavefnliy, ** it would beso unplea- 
cant for ua alls and L con't lke te hurt ovher 

ks’ feelings, although L oftea sayawkward | 
thinge 1” j 

‘Jn joeh-% suppose? Well,dor my own pass;., 
‘like a little bitter with the awees, and I 
wonld not gives fig for. a.tame woman, whe | 

1d neither mind wer opinion of her owe. | 
Ane would co-quiekiy psii-on one.” i 

“Woy, I bawe always beard men hate | 
wemen with epiniona, Mamma saya-that is | 
the reason I don't get on with them,’ | 

“ Then you bave opinions? ’’ amusediy, | 

‘Very pronomneed oneal!” nodding her | 
head, segeiys *‘ Lara boid enough to. believe; 
chat rem have nos al the braias.or ali the 
common senso, I aetaslig hold thas. they-) 

ze nos the monoply of the virtaes.’’ 

He laughsauight, euch a hearty, healthy | 
luagh the > Betsy cannot but join is, even af it + 
is agninas hereekf. 

“Tam nos sesty [ camenow,” swysher com- 
»anien, in his peealiariy clear, low-toness * ia 
rset, Lam gles. Yousre a new stadyl” 

Betty rises hastily, P 

“Qh; I won's bave my oharacker dissected 
by a stranger. i--I aut afraid. I have been 
yary unconventinesd, Ali i cam do now tore 
mnie my ersct id to. go back at. once to 
mamma ft" 

‘Les mae go with you; and you need not 
fone my verdiet tpem you would be tun- 
charitable. I hope that girl bas stepped 
ninging 1” 

Togetaer they leave the aleove, and-oncein 
tye foil gk he taras to look at her, aud. with 
cns quick glauce-as beeome acquamied, with 

very dota of hex dxeas, every line of the 
rpeaking fees, aud id apparently favourably 
impremod 

To the gizkl-he-is.another being than: the 
mentko-is in the-habi¢-of meeting, He-is 
below rather than above ine mesinm heignss 
batbia presence is so goed, and. hia figure so 
well knits, oneis apt to oxedid him with more 
inehes than he hay. 

For the rest he is dark and rather sallow 
hie eyes keen, and intensely brown. The 
monsit, jaat visible beneath. the mousiacke, 
is very firm; under cartain cirqgumstances: it 
might grow cruch and there is such a look of 
intolleesuahpower about the man.that quite 
involuntarily oneeccerds-him deference. 

“Tnat:is meshes,’ saya Betsy, with ao 
glance towards sae -coxser' where Mrs, Geath 
ie seatedy “I mastjoin her at.ones, Toaak 
you for -yonr escoré!” and-before-he-can say 
anything in reply ske has hurried from him 
and, joined: the-wi¢ow,; who flashes-unegom- 
fovtably ag her eyes: mest Botty’s; bot. she 
moves her skirts. to make room for her 
besween herself-und Mr. Congreve, 

‘““ Weet have you been doing with -yourself ; 
you lock se bright? And where have you 
heen hiding so long?” she asks. ‘I have 
micded' you!” 

“T gotaway from the -singing’as soon ag I 
could, and found a place of. retress'’ 

“ And. a. pleasant companien?” inzixnuaates 
Price Congreve; significanal y. 

‘A very’ pleasant one! I wonid advise-a 
few! of) biaesex, to model themselves - after 
bin!’ Betsey anewera, with flaming cheeks, 

“ Who ie.teieAdmirable Crichton?” queda 
tions Mrs. Gravh} laughingly. 

_ *T really don’t knows We-vwerenot:intre- 
daced ; and, of course, I conid »no® ask) his 
neme,” Betty say reckleeniy,: 

‘* My dese childd You! shonid: have some 
coneid eration forthe proprictios:” 

“Ov, Lam quite above them, aud -really~I 
cannot ste in west I exred. Mosher) aren’s 





We sG0n: going: heate? Thisiiay abominably |. 


slow? 

‘Missing the ploisant companion, I 
suppose,” drawla Congreve; but Betty. dis 
daine toenswer; and, sesing ‘that the -girt ia 
gtowing» reetivey Mers.. Grath: slowly and 





reluctantly riser» 


* Betty is not used to society hours yes; | 


eha is so young—but that is a fauin which | 


will mend with every passing day. Good. ! 


nigitt, Mr. Congreve," 


His bends over her, saying,a few words in. & | 
low voice, aad, the: gil ia angry to. see-hex: | 


| Miesher's eyes droop before bia; and the pretty 


face flash with unccncemled pleasure. 


| 


‘| hate that man!" she says, before they 


ave out of hearieg, and. Congreve. emilés uns 
pleasantly, ‘' My day will come,’ is what 


| he thinks, but. Betty does not give ® theught 


to the fature; ag- she- seats. herself ' beside 


| Hieaner in the hired fly. 


* Really,” begina the pretty widow, “ really, 
Bessy, you haves behaved aheameloliy throug 
ous the whole evening. 12 you capnot-conduot 
youreeil. with» grenter’ prepriety: you muss 
remain at home, First, you: hide yoursell 
awey frou. everyone; ther you. apprapin com- 


you grossiy ineult my friends.” 





| pany Withy a man you do not know; ineviy, | 


038 OM the eveme just now! IT was juss ree 
galing Dicaccr wish the story of xy Jateat con- 
quest, Mother, weald you sexiuasiy ebjeos to 
Axngustine Bowker aera son-in-lew! He bas 
na vicious havita, does no® smoke, a»jares 
cinbs; and, in fact, posed.ag- thas.very nice 
man We Mees in tracts, andrnowhereelsel ” 

“ Betty, I never know when yow are ia 
earnest, Is ittruse Me. Bowker bas proposed 
for. your bond, The mateh wonld be aw ex- 
cellent one’? Bat the gish haw-run lightly 
from the room, leaving Eleanor to explain 
mstters t6 her mother, 

Tae little widow is certainly an.offcotionate 
and anxious parent,and, with ihe morning, 
ber first thoughts revert to her iris, 

“ They will be.so-tired after their unastal 
distipation," ehe saya. “ They shaii have break- 
fass in their owm rooms !"’ 

So she eats bers in solitary state, dawdling 
over her letters. There is ono fron Prive Con- 


| grove, praying her to grant him anintexsview 


“ At elie evemsa,”? ther giel- retorts, half. | 


suitiiy, 2 did not-allow any mem to com- 
promive ms by bieateensions!”’ 

Mrs. Grath begina to ory, and, aa usuel, 
Eleanor. comes to the resouc: Sheisessentialy 
ihe psacemeker; and now she adroiny terns 
the conversation inte other channels; 80 thas, 
whem home is reached, Mea. Grath ia in her 
usual state of beaming content. Betty ia fires 
to go upstsirs, and Hiessor is coneiderabiy 
surpriscd, when tke teaches her room, to find 
the girl waiting for her. 

“I'm net in she leasiticed,” she rays, ‘and 
I feel so wretched I cannes resti On, Ned, 
dear old Nell, I am quite sure mother is 
going to. mske ® wreck of her lifo!"’ 


‘No, net” cries Eleanor, turning pala, ‘do | 


not think it—do met believe it! Peor litsie 
mothext If only she were a9 wise ne sho in 
kind |!” 

* Bat-shevisn'é!" interrupt Betty, * and 
Prices’ Congreve ‘knows her weakest pointay 
She ia completely fascinated by him. She 
belisves she loves him—even I who hate him 
cannot help confessing he ig very handeome— 
and one day she will leave us Mrs, Grash to 
revarn Mrs, Oongreve," 

‘No, no! She would never! bide such-an 
impertant stey'from us.” 

* Ag you likey Hieanor; a prophet is ro} 
withous:honoor ssve-in his own country, and 
I cam see through !s, brick wadl (if there's & 
hole-in it) as quiskip as«moat people: Bas 
you Con’é see with my eyes; 8e the catastrophe 
when ij coourewillbevall the: more tenting 
ta yous I ehalkmeanifest.no sarprise |” 

Hisanor common to her sister's side with 
very troubled face. ? 

“¥ wish you would not say cush: things, 
deam! I cannot think: that; after years of 
fidelity to father's memory, mother would 
merry & man of whom-she knows literaliy 
nothing. Oh! if only Diek were rich erongh 
to.cend for us, aa:he used: to Crease of doing!" 

“ Viother wouldn't go: sha is afraid of 
crossing-she-sem and sha: would not:lose her 
lover Poov~ little mother! poor little 
mother!” and there is: infinite pity: and tens 
dernessrin the girs sweet voice. ‘ Well, if 
the worst comes, you have Dick t> comfort 
yeu; and woukd notmind roughing is: for 
his eake; and I, being freq shall watok over 
the materpand baa! ways athane to help ker,” 

‘* Bat one day you-will marry!” 

“Oh, not Tiam: nota favonrite-with the 
sterner sex; I am too fond of my own way, 
my ows ideas! Why, 1 actuality overheard 
Mrv Bowken's brother say to: a: friendy ‘ Betty 
Grath! isom gootdooking girl; but she iatco 
eonfoundeily éheeby |?” (thedlast» word:in-a 
whisper), sadrthen shodeughs,: ‘‘ Ons day I 
shall repeathis .words tochhins Ob) gracious)! 
howd shall:'frighten hinr!”’ 

Therdoor lowly cpens; and Mra: Grath’s 
blonde head appears. 

“ | beard voiess?’ she ways; “and came to 
warn yoruoijdis corsa» a o'clookt Dovey; 

neauity girly yon have-lost your uty 
Gems Rea off to.bed' at once!” 


‘To eas is toobey; but: what a-pity»you / 





on the followiog day. She blaskes,. eighs, 
hesitates, and we ail kaow ther tke, woman 
who hesitates is lost. 

The tact of the pile is from ® very cld achool 
friend living.in Eessx, She-bogs thatthe girls 
may come toher fora month. “ Thecounty sir 
will do them a world of good, and I should be 
glad to know them. I baveue childzen of my 
own, I would he glad, too, if I conid prevail 
On you $0 join them, buv lI know feow-oid ex- 
perience that you cannot be happy cave in 
town. I will meet your girls myself, and, when 
their visit ends, will myself: bring them back 
to you,” 

When the sisteraat lack appear she hands 
the letier to Eleanor, bidding her-xead it aloud, 
ang posiively watching her face-ns she does 
BOs . 

“She is very kind,” beginss Miss Grath, 
© bat think we are best a4 home!” 

“ ZT ebali not leave you, mother!" breaks ia 
Bettys ‘ I should like to bear-how you would 
get on wishout us?” 

‘* Youaily chiid, I shali.do:very nidely, and 
Mzs, Bowker is always p'eaced to-heve me 
there, 1 should like you to start for Toxrkerton 
iz two days!” 

** Ualees you command.me. to ge I shall re- 
main here!” saya Betey, stondly. 

“ Then I do command. I widi best for you 
in every way |" 

‘“Teere is nething Icfe forms me bat 
obedience,” the girl anawera-taciy, “ bub re- 
memier; igo pnwillingly. I am quite sure 
that harm in some way will come of our visit. 
i wish Mrs, Hantley had heea asthe botiom 
of the. fea before she: remembered our ex- 
istemeai’’ 

‘‘Mether, you will ba lonely” © pleads 
Elesner, bot the litels woman: anawers,— 

“T have plemty of friends, whe will not let 
me icsei my eclitude!"’ 

So it happens that two days iaies the sisters 
travel to T'orkerion, leaving Mea Grath behind 
them, As parting, Bessy olinge to her 
mother, 

“ Dear, don't do anything rash, When we 
comeback let us find you as yeware now I 
could not bear to see. you changed |” 

“T shall not change!” but: something ia 
the sweet treble voice mekes Bettyill at ease; 
and the sisters make their -journeyslmeosioin 
abselute silence, Theyave mes wt Torkerton 
by Mra. Hontiey, ® comely woman of fity, 
with keen sxey eyes ands fresiecolour. She 
gives them tae heartiest: of “welcomes, and is 
BO: kindif, cormotherly, that for awhile: even 
Bosby forcotherfears, 





CHAPIER Ill, 


Teer weeks pads'quickly with the girls. 
Torkerton farny is a model one, and nothing 
cam exces@? the kimdness with whieh both host 
and hostess treat their guest. 

Besvy, as usual, is: prime favourite, but 
Eleanor feels no jealousy Sim is used to seeing 
her’sister' preferred to hereclfj' and takes it 
quite asa matter of course, Then, 100, she 80 
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truly and warmly loves her that she is proud 
of her conquests. 

‘*\I¢ must be lovely herein the summer!” 
says Betty one day. ‘I wish mother would 
take a nice little house down here instead of 
keeping those horrid, dingy spartments. I 
hate London, and I don’t care a brass button 
for society.” 

“Perhaps, young lady, you would sing 
another song if you were compelled to remain 
year in and year out. How would you Jike to 
spend a wet winter here?” acke Mr. Huntley, 
pinching her ear. 

“Oh, 3 conld find plenty of work. I should 
learn to make batter, oure hams, and all that 
sort of thing, Ob, yes; because my hande are 
white and emooth you think I am fit for 
nothing but play!” 

* Letters for you, mise,” announces a trim 
maid, and Eleanor eagerly receives them. 
One is from her mother, but the postmark 
puzzles her. 

“Burnbam! Betty, who does mother know 
at Burnbam?" 

‘* How should I know. Open the letter and 
we shall soon hear,’ and Eleanor obeying 
begins to read, Suddenly her face whitens 
and her hands tremble so they can scarcely 
hold the dainty perfamed psper. 

** Give it me,” says Betty, in a hoarse voice, 
‘' there ia something wrong, ’ and, snatching it 
from her sister, she rane her eyes quickly over 
the few lines. 


"My Dantme Grais,— 

“ You will be surprised to learn I am 
staying at Barnbam. I arrived here yester- 
day, and intend to stay a week unless some- 
thivg occurs to spoil our plans, (Our plans! 
interpolates Betty ) Yee, dears, 1 know you 
will be surpriced, and I am afraid a little 
angry, when I tell you I have changed my 
condition. We were married two days since 
—Mr. Congreve and I. It seemed wiser to 
get the ceremony over before your return, 
and to save all bother. Yonr new father 
wishes me to fay that nothing is to be 
changed, eave that you will have a father's 
care as well as a mother's love, and I hope that 
you both will prove dutifal daughters. On 
Wednesday next we return to the old spart- 
ments; on Thureday you will join us. I am 
writing Mrs. Hantley by this post.—With 
fondest love frcm myself and husband, I 
remain, your loving mother, 

*' Miyntz Conerive.” 


With a tragic gesture Betty casts the letter 
down and rushes from the room. Elesnor, 
foll of fear of what she may doin her passion, 
would follow, but Mre. Huntley restrains ber. 

‘She is best alone,” she says. ‘“ My poor 
girls, thie is a bitter blow to you!” 

“Oh,” breake in Mr. Huntley, “it may all 
prove for the best, What sort of fellow is thia 
new father, Eleanor?” 

“He is not a good man, I am sure,” she 
angwers, distresefuilly. “I cannot tell you 
why Betty and I co dislike and distrust him, 
unless it is by instirct. But he is very hand- 
some, and oan be pleacant too, He has com. 
pletely faecinated mamma. Oh! poor 
mamma, she is so easily deceived,” and bury- 
ing her fuce in her bands she weeps quietly, 
but none the less bitterly; whilst Mra. Hunt- 
ley tries vainly for very Jorg to comfort her, 
At last she lifts ber bead, ‘' Forgive me, I have 
been a great trouble to you, but the shock was 
£0 crue) that I seemed to lose my balance all 
atonce. I will not vex you with my tears 
again, but I must ask for your advice, 
although I am afraid if it does not agree with 
Betty's wishes she will not act upon it.’ 

‘My dear girl,” says the farmer, before his 
wife can reply, ‘ there is nothing left you but 
to be reasonable, Your mother is a pretty 
woman, and it is quite natural she should 
marry again. Let us hope her choice has 
been a wise one (we all give the bridegroom 
the benefit of the doubt until we have proved 
him). Take my advice. Write a dutifal note 
to your mother, saying all the pretty things 





_ very core; but her eyes flash dangerously 


the occasion demands, and at the time 
appointed join her in a friendly fashion. To 
use & convenient valgarism, it is of no use to 
‘out cff your nose to epite your face,’ and if 
you prove unamenable to reason, you cannot 
fail to make matters hard for your mother.” 

‘* It goes againet the grain,’’ Eleanor says, 
dolefully, ‘but I know that your advice is 
good, and I will try to act upon it,” and then 
Mrs. Huntley kisses her, pats her shoulder 
affectionately, and bids ber go to Betty. 

"*Bhe will have exhausted her grief now, 
and will be ready to listen to you.” 

Eleanor is rather doubtful, but she goes up 
to her sister's room with a heavy heart. 
Thrice sbe knocks before the door is opened 
to her, and Betty, standing slim and straight 
with white face, and flashing eyes, demands 
what she wants, 

‘Let me come in, dear! I want to talk to 
you abont—about this unbappy affair,” and 
her voice quivers ominously. 

‘*‘ All the talking in the world won’t undo 
it. Let it alone!” says Betty, ina hard voice, 
but she allows Eleanor to enter, ‘‘ What are 
you going to do?” 

** What is there for us to do but accept the 
inevitable with the best grace we can? Oh! 
Betty, don’t look so strange ; you frighten me. 
It only you would cry it wouldn’t seem so hard 
to bear.” 

* Let those find relicf in tears who can, 
Mine do not come easily, and—and I would 
not cry now if I could. Oh! if only I could 
punish Price Oongreve as he deserves I 
should be content!” 

*Toat would only hurt mother, and we 
may be mistaken in our estimate of him.” 

‘Bat we are not. He is an adventurer and 
a roué; he will break mother's heart, and ruin 
our happiness, I felt when we came away 
that something dreadfal would happen; but 
the quiet life here, and the kindness we 
received, made me forget my fears, Oh! why 
did I not defy all authority, and stay at home 
with mother ?” 

“She would still have found means to 
marry without your knowledge. Dear Batty, 
shall I tell you what our friends advise, and 
what I feel is beat for us to do?” 

“Oh, yes, you can tell me if you choose,” 
and Eleanor proceeds to do so; but when she 
begs Betty to join with her in writing a note 
of congratulation the gir! flashes passionately 
upon her. Her hazel eyes are almost black 
with rage and scorn. 

** You may please youreelf, Eleanor, but I 
never wil congratalate mother upon her cer- 
tain misery ! Oh, you need not look so ecared ! 
I sha}! go back with you, and shall remain at 
kome until my respected stepfather thrusta 
me out into the world. You are easily 
frightened ; I am not, and mother wili want a 
protestor soon. There, fay no more on the 
subject. I won't listen to you.” 

This is the attitade she arsumes through 
all the following dreary week; Mr. Huntley 
steres often, and with wide eyes, at her. Oan 
thia be Betty Grath, this girl with the white 
face and sombre expreseion, with lips set in a 
hard line, and eyes dark with impotent 
anger ? 

He is almost relieved when she goes, though, 
in trath, he is very fond of the girl. 

** There'll be mischief,” he says to his wife, 
and she answers, sadly,— 

“I'm afraid there will; Betty is not a 
docile character.” 

No one meets them at Finsbury: park ; and, 
contrary to previous arrangement, Mrs. 
Hantley does not accompany them, feeling 
perhaps she + ould be jast a little bit de trop— 
afraid, too, lest Betty should make a scene. 
The girl preserves her quiet, stony manner 
throughond; and even when her mother 
comes timidly forward to meet them, she. 
suffers no change. 

‘You are not angry, Betty?” the little 
woman says. ‘And he is so good to me!"’ 

‘Yon had a perfect right to please your- 
self,’ she answers, coldly, for her heart is 





when she sees Eleanor sabmit to Mr. Con. 
greve’s kiss, and her face grows alittle «hiter, 
With a emile that has an element of triumph 
in it he tenders hie band to ber, and would 
repeat his very paternal salute, but she craws 
quickly back. 

‘*Thank you, no! Oar relationship is not 
close enough to warrant such a familisrity, 
Mamma, am I to have my old rcom? Thank 
you,” and she goes slowly upstairs, Price 
Cov greve looking frowningly after her. 

‘*Do not mind her,” whispers his wife, 
“ Bhe is tired, and a trifle vexed with us for 
our secresy, and you know she has been 
epoiled from her birth.” 

He smiles down at her. 

‘I shall not forget, Minnie. Your lighiest 
wish ia law to me; and I am quite prepared 
to be very fond of Betty if she will les me;" 
but, despite his fair words, his heart is very 
bitter againet the girl. 

It must be confessed that in the days 
immediately following Betty is not a pleasant 
companion, and she never relaxes her watch- 
fulness of her stepfather. She ascertains 
quickly he hag no occupation of any kind; 
she doubts if he has any assured income, 
having seen her mother supply him with 
money once or twice. But she says notbing ; 
there is no one in whom she could ocnfide. 
Eleanor has in part gone over to the enemy— 
that is, seeing Congreve’s apparent devotion 
to her mother, she is learning to think that 
all along they have misjudged him. He is 
very kind to her, very forbearing with Betty, 
who treats him with ioy disdain. 

Between Mre, Congreve and her youngest 
daughter there has risen a great barrier of 
constraint, which one cannot, the other will 
not seek to break down. Yet all the while 
the child’s heart yearns for the old loving 
intercourse, and aches iutolerably as she sees 
this man she so distrasts preferred to herself 
in all things—for Mra. Congreve simply adores 
her husband, and ministers to his wants ae 
though he were the Grand Saltan, and she 
his slave, and this submissive devotion 
angers Betty the more. 

In early May a letter comes from Dick 
Ryder, then stationed at Natal—a letter fall 
of hope and love, concluding with an earnest 
entreaty that Eleanor will go out to him by 
the next mail; an old friend and his wife who 
are returning to Natal after a brief holiday 
will take all care of her, and they will be 
married as soon after her arrival as possible. 
He is prospering now beyond his wildest 
dreams. It has all been a sudden stroke of 
lack, and what grand luck it is that gives 
him his sweetheart after all this weary 
waiting ! 

“How shall I go and leave you unhappy, 
Betty ?” questions Eleanor, tearfally, ‘Oh, 
it I could take you with me!” 

‘*My place is here, with mamma! One 
day she may want me, though she does not 
now—and you will be too far away to give 
help it help is need.” 

* Ob, Betty, if only you would disabuse 
your mind of such suspicions! If only you 
would be lees bister.” 

*‘ Hash! all the talking in the world won't 
change me; let us speak of your wedding. I 
should so likeso see you converted into Mrs. 
Ryder, to wish you happiness at the altar, 
and be ths first to kiss you. Yes, I vow I 
would cheat Dick out of his prerogative. But 
that is not to be, and so les us turn our 
attention to your outfit.” 

“Ob, Betty, will he be disappointed when 
he sees me? It is £0 long since we parted, 
and I have grown older and graver.” 

‘* And dearer to him than ever, And if you 
are older, why, 80 is Dick!” 

Mr. Congreve says all that is kind and 
appropriate to Eleanor, even offers suggestions 
concerning her outfit, and forwards her going 
in every way, until Betty says savagely to 
herself, — 

‘He is glad to be rid of one of us; but he 
will not find it an easy matter to shake me off. 
I'll be an old man of the sea to him,” 
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never for a single moment is her distrust of 
him shaken. 

It is a heavy day for her when she bids 
good-bye to Eleanor. As the latter clings 
weeping to her, it eeems she is losing her last 
friend, and the bitter sense of loneliness 
oppressiog her ia almost more than she can 
bear. Bus she sheds no tear, she makes no 
moan . 

‘IT oan't ory !"’ she says, in a choked voice, 
“I wish Laoald, because I should the sooner 
forget. But you know, Eleanor, that I love 
you—love you—love you, with every heart. 
beat. Heaven bless you, darling, keep you 
happy, and grant that your love for me may 
never grow less!" 

On, Betty! I feal I ought not to go; you 
will be go lonely. Is ia selfish to leave you 
jaat to seek my own happiaess.” 

‘* And to make Dick's,” gently. ‘‘ He has the 
firas claim upon your heart and thoughte. 
Toere, let me go. You will be braver then, 
G.0d-bye. Ob, my dear, good-bye! Sse, here 
ig mamma waiting for the lass word.” 

* Mother, oh, mother! if we never meet 
agaia, remember I alwaya held you dear!” 
and the little woman weeping quietly says 
that “ partings are so sad, bat travelling is 
awift nowadays, and no doubt Dick wiil soon 
bring her back again, And Eleanor feels, 
with a jealous little pang, Price Congreve will 
console ber mother for her loss. And she 
aarries away with her the memory of Betty's 
stony face and tearless eyes, to haunt her 
many a day. 


CHAPTER IY. 


Tr was very dull for Batty, when Eleanor 
was gone. Mrs. Congreve had ceased to 
invite her to join in her pleasures, and a new 
set the girl did not know began to frequent 
the pretty apartment. 

C .wics dinners were given, expensive excar-. 
sions undertaken, and, although nothing was 
told her, Betsy knew that money was being 
spent like water. She kept mostly to her own 
room ; bai sometimes, when by chance the 
newly-wedded pair were alone, she would 
join them, although she hated doing so, because 
Price Congreve had coast aside all shadow of 
deference to her, and her mother saw things 
only through hia eyss. 

Jast now, when theglamonr of her new wife- 
hood was upon her, she seemed to have but 
small love for Batty. In fact, she regarded 
her as a very unraly and troublesome girl. 
Many a time she wished herself away, and 
but that it seemed her duty to stand by her 
mother, she would certainly have gone, 

Things went on in this fashion until Jaly, 
when the Congreves spoke of leaving town ; 
bat nos & word was said as to Betty's sharing 
their holiday, and she wondered what she 
should do, if lett to her own devices. 

Oas night, when the apartments are fail of 
guests, she steals downstairs in search of a 
book. The room is in semi-darkness, and 
entering it she has seoured the volume, and is 
about to return to her own chamber, when 
two men enter through the folding-doors. 
Betty cannot see their faces, bat she catches a 
glimpse of the room beyond, with its little 
crowd of men, who do not look quite gentle- 
men, and the laughing, babbling women with 
their indelioate dresses. Are these her 
mother's friends? Is that her mother, that 
little, smiling woman in a lavender gown, 
which displays so liberally the white, plamp 
shoulders, and pretty arma! 

A sick sense of shame oppresses her, and as 
she moves noiselessly towarda the opposite 
door one man says in a low, bat perfectly 
dlear voice,— 

“Lots of pretty women here! At least, 
they look pretty. Bat then fine feathers make 
fine birda |” 

“Yea, bat there are precious few feathers ; 
and what a fool little Congreve is making of 
herself, When her money is gone, what on 


fact, Congreve has nothing of his own. He 
lives by his wits, and then he is six or seven 
years hia wife's junior.” 

Poor Batty | standing there in the shadows! 
Cannot you imagine all she is suffering. 

‘‘If I were a man,” she says, to herself 
again and again. ‘Oh, if I were a man, I 
would make them eat their words about 
mother |" 

Wholly unconasious of what she isa doing, 
she still stands listening, and the second man 
say 8.— 

‘* Where's the ex-widow'’s youngest girl? 
No one ever sees her now. She was rather 
pretty, they say 1” 

“She was awfally chic; not a bis like her 
frolicsome mother or staid sister. I wonder 
Congreve did not go for her! " 

Pooh! the girls have got nothing. The 
mother has only an annuity. When Congreve 
has raised ag mach as he oan upon is [il bet 
he outa the matrimonial yoke, and flies to 
fresh fields and pastares new." 

And then, with a sudden sense of calamity 
upon her, Betty contrives to tear herself 
away, and to go so quietly that the two 
men hear nothing, see nothing. 

That her mother shoald be so lightly apoken 
of, On! the pain, and the shame of is will kill 
her. She oan soarosly breathe in the tainted 
aimosphere of this house. What shall she, 
what oan she do? 

I¢ is useless to speak to Mrs. Congreve, to 
tell her all that she has overheard, She woald 
not be believed. No, she must bear all in 
silence, hoping for the good to come which 
seemed so far away. 

For days her mother has held very much 
aloof from her, and when by rare chance they 
fiad themselves téte d (éic Mra. Congreve hag 
been constrained and nervous in her manner. 
Consequently, Betty is not a little surprised 
the nex) morning to receive a message from 
her, requesting her to come to the breskfast- 
room at once. She loses no tims in obeying, 
but it certainly annoya her very greatly to 
find Pcice Congreve with her mother. 

“You wanted me, mamma?” she says, 
quietly, 

*' Sis down, if you please," Congreve anawers 
for his wife. ‘‘We have rather an important 
matter under desision, and as it concerns you 
only, I beg your undivided attention.” 

“T prefer to stand.” 

“Ag you will, From the communications 
your mother has made to me, and from my 
own observations, I am well aware that you 
are altogether discontented with your present 
lite. We have honestly tried to do our duty 
by you, bat you pereist in regarding ua aa 
your enemies, and doing all in your power 
to reoder your mother unhappy. For her 
sake I should be glad if you would find a home 
elsewhere.” 

“Ta it your wish I should go, mother?” 
the girl asks in a low, strange voice. 

“Ob, Betty! you know that I love you! 
Bat—bat why are you so diffisalt to deal 
with 2 Why won't you try and be more like 
our dear Eleanor?” 

‘' You shall not excite yourself,” says Con- 
greve, laying his hands affectionately on tha 
little woman's shoulders, ‘For my sake be 
calm!” 

“I will, I will, Bat oh! if Bstty had been 
a good girl, how happy we should have been ! 
Yous, child, I think it better you should leave 
home for awhile.” 

** You are that man’s mouthpiece!" Betty 
says, pointing a scornfal finger at Congreve. 
** You never in your life"before did or said an 
unkind thiog. O2,I do not misjadge you, 
mother! I am not angry with you; but as 
you wish it, I will go away.” 

“IT am sure, if you are only reasonable, 
dear, Mr. Congreve will aliow you to satay,” 
begins the poor, weak woman; bat the warn- 
ing touch of those strong, white hands upon 
her shoulders effectually staya her words, 

“I do not wish to stay where I am only an 
intruder!" Betty says lofsily, though, indeed, 





earth does she think of doing? I know, for a | 


“and, until I can find work, I am sure Mrs. 
Huntley will take me in!” 

“Toere is no occasion for you to apply to 
Mrs. Huntley. My wife bas already secured 
the post of companion and secretary for you.” 

“Oh! this is not the outcome of passion |! 
You have been maturing your plans all along ! 
Mother, how could you do it? To whom am 
I engaged ?"’ 

“To Mrs. Fyson. And, Betty dear, we 
shall not be far apart; only a matter of hal!- 
an-hour's drive—that is when I retarn to 
town, The salary is good—thirty-five pounds 
@-year—and as you don’t acem likely to marry, 
it is bess you should begin to earn your own 
bread. I have nothing to leave you, and I 
have no doubt the quieé life will anit you.” 

‘‘Mra, Fyeaon is a valetadinarian, ia she 
not?” the girl outs in coldly. 

‘* She is # sad invalid, my dear."’ 

“ And it will be part of my duty to humour 
her osprices? When do I go?” 

“Ono Friday," says Congreve. ‘' This ia 
Taesday. You have two whole days for pre- 
paration. I hope that your new life may 
prove pleasanter than the old. If you would 
like me to escort you to Providence Villa I 
shall be glad to do so,” 

“Thank you, I am not incapable of caring 
for myself. May I go to my room now? I 
have a great deal of work to do.”’ 

‘‘And Betty—oh, Betty! don't leave your 
mother in anger !"’ 

“T am not angry, mamma—at least, not 
angry with you,” and bearing horself calmly 
to the last, she goes out and up to her own 
room, 

What a pale, changed Betty it is that standa 
before the open window! It asems to the girl 
her heart must break, with its load of pain and 
desolation, 

A few months ago she had been so happy, 
so happy! and now! Well, now her own 
mother wished her abaence, She was to bean 
outoast from the home her own father's loving 
thoughts had prepared for them. 

**T cannot bear it! I cannot bear it!’ she 
gays, under her breath, and flings her arms 
wide upon the empty air. ‘No one loves 
me, no one needs me! O32, Heaven! in meroy 
take me home!" 

Ah! bat she is young and etrong, and 
sorrow rarely kills. So she worka indefatigably 
through the two days left to ner, and long 
before they are over has completed all her 
arrangements, so that on the third day she 
has nothing left to do. 

Dressing herself with oare, she goes down, 
only to be met by a maid. 

“If you please, miss," she says, ‘ Mrs, 
Congreve said I was to give you this, as she 
was obliged to go out.” 

The girl's white face grew hard, and her 
eyes are dark with pain as she takes the note. 

‘‘ Her mother out! Atsoch atime! Must 
she go without farewell?” For a moment an 
ingane desire possesses her to shrick aloud; 
bat Batty has a will of her own, and 60 
conquers that momentary weakness. 

All she says is, ‘Thank you, Saaan; you 
may go,” and then she reads she brief, self- 
excusing lines. 

‘‘Dear, Mr. Congreve thinks it beat we 
should part in this way. He ia afraid that 
my health and happiness alike may suffer 
through any scene between us, so I say good- 
bye now. I shall not retarn until I know you 
have started for Providence Villa. I hope you 
will be very happy, and that you will soon 
come to visitus. For your own sake, darlin 
Batty, try to conquer your prejudices; an 
although my condoct may seem strange, 
remember I am acting for your good, and that 
I am always your loviog mother." . 
Mechanically Betty folds the note, leaving 
it upon the table. 

“A mother’s tender care!" she says 
bitterly. “J have no mother now! 1 am all 
alone!” 

And then, still quietly, still without o tear 





her anguish almost ohokes all u:terance; 


or a sigh, she gathers together her belongings, 
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and bidi a silent farewell fo the house thas 
has sheltered her sincs her father died. 

‘Bhe knows porfently-well- to what life ehe ig 
gding. She -will “be -eecratery, maid, - com- 
panion—tyery thing, in fact, tos disagreeable 
womar,whose-whele thousts-are-engrossed 
by ‘her own ‘imeginary: enfferines, hers own 
pecuiiar and udokatitabdls relivion, Batshke 

Oes mock Waar, 

“T -wotld Gia rnéther than zetmrn to- his 
roof! " Ahe‘smys,witt the vehemence of youth, 
“ He bev siclen maeher s dove from me,and I 
never wilidorsive him!” 

On‘the seomédsnoruieg after her errival et 
the-villu (wittieh by theway, ia bat little re- 
moved ¢rom Pwickenkem) she ia golng-up- 
Stairs; when Bhesses @ man deseending, and 
remembers thet a maid had told ber-Dr. 
Wharton wsa with-hee mistress, She steps 
azide to let htm pass; end then, aver eyes 
meet his; givesa quick little cry of eurprise, 
which iseshoed by-bim. 16 is thestranger of 
Mre.-Bowker's party. Sire hasmever dardl'to 
atk his name or front whence-he hailed, +A 
very pleased smilie brightens ‘his -face-nd he 
join her. 

“Pais i¢-indeed an unexpected rencontre!” 
he gays, offering his hand. ‘‘ I have ogten won- 
deseduf wo sionid ever meet again; and I 
had net the faintestuidca that you wererelatad 
to Mra Fyson. Icvonder L have not met you 
here befora?”’ 

‘Tam not a relative,” Botipsays, bravely, 
‘tbat » bired-servans. I am.ouly: Me. Fyaon’s 
compenion. I eame:kera yosterday.”’ 

A genuine syuspatby is in his voice as ke 
Bay8,— 

‘You bave bad troubla sises we met!” and 
bis eyes:resé pisi fail yon hor plain, black gown. 
She ie quisk to read his ¢houghts, aud eays 
hurried!y,— 

* Not ¢rouble of that hind, bat my only 
sister ia.gone to Africa, sad my mother, bas 
waaxtied. again. Mr. Congreve and I do not 
mgnac very weil, aud eo iiefs home!” 

‘** Congreve! the name ia familiar to me. 
On, I keow mow! Yon are Miss Grath! I re. 
member heariag of your,mether's second mar- 
riage from Miss Bowker.’ ‘Then as his eyes 
ress on she pale, smalbiace,.2oehsoged, sosad- 
dened since he saw it lash, ka gays, kindly, 
** You are not well ; yon-have been worrying & 
great deal Jately,,aud Mrs, Fysen ia.not.a 
oheerfuicompanion, Now, remember, yonare 
not to be gsizntened by her frequent gweonsand 
hysterics, Dhey.aramltogsther frauda, neither 
are you to allow her to domineer over your 
every action, Soe i¢.as weil.and sirongas you, 
though you conid not make.her believe so, aud 
if she ia especially trying refer her to me. I 
should jike to know you regard me as a 
friend!” 

“ You ara very good!" says Betty, shame. 
facsdly, most unaccountable shyness 
possessing her. ‘Bat I muaé moh ensroach 
upon your kindness, I must leara to fighs my 
own battles, Dootor—Dostor——”’ 

‘Tam Hector Wharton, very mach at your 
service, aud #3 oconfidenca begeta confidences 
you will perhapa. tell memy new fciend’s name 
in fail?” 

“It is very ugly—B3tty Graih—it conldn’s 
well be uglier, Oa, therais Mra. Fyson’srbeil, 
and you will please excuse ms now!” 

“ Certainly, bas I shall eeoyouto.morrow. I 
8M going to, prescribe for yon aa wall ag our in- 
valid upstairs, Goodbye, Miss Betty!" and 
with her heart boating fasier thau ever in all 
her life it bas done before, the girl runs up- 


ra, 

“ How kind ho ia |" she thinks. “* How lucky 
Lam.to find auch # friend ["’ and the world ia 
allthe brighter so ber for that c¥ance meet- 
ing. 





CHAPTER V. 

“Mies Berry, you have wueglected my 
instructions. You have not been outeide the 
house for tivo whale daya!” 

“I bave beta very Sasy/ Dr, Wharton; and 
Tanrnos my own tmistreay,”’ 


Tam going into the vitisge. “You oan walk with 
mo, and I'll explain to Mrs. Fpeon. “ Lrtleter 
in my turn as phe roles others. ‘Ske -won't 


| disputeamy awthority.”’ 


Hé is very -mastetfcal,and “Betty has-nos 
loat BM ber mischievous propensities ; #0 with 
a littte dofians, upward'icck the says,— 

* Bat Lam not Mrs. Fyeon, andi decline to 
obey orders,” 

A faint, amused smife plays ~about © his 
mouth, 

“ Edo not understand theariof entreaty. I 


jshoutd not'apply it to -you"if I ‘aid; ‘is would 


only foster your natarsal obstinacy. «Miss 
Betty, lam waiting i" 

“Well?” 

**f shall give you just five minutes to 
dress.” 

“Buti am not going. I prefer staying at 
home!” 

“This ia utter noneenss!” -says’ Heotor, 
seating bimself resignédiy, “and ~an awfal 
waste of time. Seo here, Iwill tes you off-on 
condition that you tell me honestly ehe reason 
of your refusal. Is is because you disHke mo, 
or ashamed to be seen in mytosiety 2?” 

A hot flash mounts Betty's face. 

“ Of course it is not thas, Dr. Wharton.” 

‘I believe it ic. I can't see any~ otter 
possible objection to~the walk; and, Mies 
Betsy, you may rest assured that T- stall not 
press my attentions upon you.” “He takes his 
hat and seems as if avout to go, and Betty, 
sorry and ashamed, hesitates a moment ;shen 
says, quickly,— 

** Don's draw such hasty contlasions, I—T 
will go, if you ptezse !” 

“Nos unless you are qvite willing,” “he 
arswers, “bending dark, amused ‘eyes on the 
downcast, blushing face. ““Are-you?”’ 

“Yeu,” very meekly, and she goes away to 
make. ready, just a wee bit avery with herstif 
that she has yielded to him ; for Betty prides 
herse!f on her conaietensy, aud why ‘shouid 
she wish to pleases thia man;wko ‘is all Dnt a 
stranger. to her? “Why should he~ have that 
strange, mysterious power nver her will? 

Oace ont on the road De. Wharton 4urng 
to her, 

“Ten’s thia better than staying at home 
reading a washy novel-to ‘Mrs, Fysan, or 
tending her imsginsry vilorente? “Why-on 
earth were you so ridictlons about the 
rmaatter?”’ 

““ De. Whatton, you are not very pole,” in 
an offended toue. 

"No!" oodily. “Ipretend to nothing» but 
trathfainess; and I am sfraid, Miss Betty, 
you have a very bad temper, are reatly to fire 
Up with, or without eccasion. TFaen you are 
Wilfal, too!” 

“You said once you did not like tame 
women,” the girl interrupts, and then ehe 
flashes crim¢gon, How conid she-bs-s0 foolish 
as to let him learn she has ever thought of 
him since Mzg; Bownker’s pxty? 

A new light leapvinto the brows eyes. 

“ So you remember thas verv abeterd speech 
of mine? Well, it is trne, for cli its wbawmiity ; 
bat I didnot say [I liked a virago, or’that a 
woman should bave her own wiil enthpleasnre 
in everything. I am quite sure that «phen I 
marry my wife must oocasionally submit ker. 
self to me," 

‘You won's he satisfied with ocecasional 
submission,” Betty says, sancily. ‘‘ You are eo 
very autocratic, Your wife wilt haveto bean 
echo of your‘own thoughts and opinfone—a 
very faint echo, becagsa you ~wor't dliow of 
rivalry,” and‘the glenos ‘she gives ‘Wim ia-s0 
full of mischief, pure sed~sinepte,* tat ‘he 
laughs a little before Heuays,— 

* It seoms we eaott havetrut a pooropinion 
ofthe other, ‘that we era each “bert wpon 
inediting she-other—sa modern Beatties end 
Benedict!” 

“Ab, ‘bat they agreed inthe end,’ Botty 
answers, qnifkly. ~* lalbwrysthitvk ‘it-a pity 
Beatrica eucommbed + “bat TI daresay ‘the led 
Beuédiok avery sa Hie titer wearriege. He 





| deserved it for his former itmpertinences.” 


* Get you bat and what wraps you require. | 





‘ And Beatrive owas not impertinent? Not 
canstio, or unjast?” emiling, 

‘ Never | smendacivusiy, 

‘*T esanet compliment you upon your t¥ath. 
fuleeas, MiséBetty; it ig more than openi to 
doubt. I¢ sttikes me forcibly that your mera! 


\heatth 4a ia very Bad otndition; end sits for 


instant-attention, “However, I am a-mercifal 


‘man, and will not hurl the avalanches of my 


in@igastion -npen-you now. FT will wait awacte 
fittieg opportanity, Tat ig my hoose—thai 
ret-ene onthe erewn-of the hill!” 

“And. doyor live qaite lane?” Betty aaks, 
ignoring his iret epeedh. 

‘With the exception ofthe maectsery. sor. 
vants. I have an admirable hoae#keeper.”’ 

“Is must be horribdlylonely. Haven t-yo0 
a sister who would keep house fer vou?" 

“IT haven’s a Telattve -abvall- (esve Ries. 
Bowker), hank Heaven. Im e-mont feric- 
nateaman |” 

‘Fortunate! I-should not like 49 bo -Ho 
mueoh alone in #he world; to feel.¢hat my mis- 
fortuns of prospetity- was mothingto any 
one,” 

‘*Ob, a man generally finds hishestfriests 
amongst strangers," calmly, “I -am well 
content to stand alone, I'sapposea girkwould 
feel different.” 

“Yes. Dr. Wharton, where ‘are we 
going ? “” 

‘To Forbes ‘Weed, and then-back again. 
Don’t you ike the-soenery-roaad ?” 

“Yos; bat you said youwere going inte tae 
viliage.”’ 

“I claimed the privilege of your sex, and 
changed my mind. It igs pleasanter by shia 
road, and one meeta fewer people, I hate popu- 
lar promenades.” 

Phen-he turns tolook-at her. Her eyes aro 
bright, and tirere is a flash-upon-her ehesk. 

‘You are more fike the girl f met at Bow- 
ker's now. Exercise ia good for you. Will you 
walk with nis t)-morrow? Unfortamatetyyoo 
have-no cheperons, and I—well, meitber bare 
I, with a isugh, “but we are beth anroonven- 
tional people,-and osn Cispense with osze: 
mony.” . 

‘* Bus Mre, Fyson," begias Batty, when tke 
deetor says sharply,— 

“ Leave ‘her ous of the question, ‘Sine kes 
nothing*todo-with it.” $ 

“She is -my euployer,”’-demurely, “Heo 
has @ perfeot right to all-myime.” 

“4 right the will net ‘have the onancs to 
exerciss ; aud Ihave only :to“hin’ thet unless 
you set aside a certain time for relaxesion she 
must soon took’ for axttther‘companion, «And 
as she actually ‘likes you (wonders wiit never 
cease) and- stands in awe of me; -she will: nos 
interiexe with any. etrengemrents you "may 


He'has been speaking authoritatively ; bas 
now ‘histone “changes, and “with a geniie, 
respactfal touch -he has taken ber hands in 
his. 

“List me ba-your fiend. ‘We eve bath 
lonely folk; and think what anecvantage it 
will ba*for each to rad-hia or her angics 
ageinet the other uutil~we bseoms mere like 
civilised crestarea |” 

“Tnank you, Dr. Whwrtoa, for the hint-ro 
delicately -egnveyed,” savs Besty,- saucy, 
though her -heact is*bemting fast-with -an- 
acyaeteorsd satotion, “Tne daratisnvof our 
friendship ~ will entirely -epead‘inpon your 
own geod behwicur. “New'—drawiny ber 
hands from his—“ EF t#ink: we had -hest be 
goinghome, Itisgettivgdste, and I-vhall be 
wanted,”’ 

‘‘ Miss Batty,” he-eays; after a-paneo, “do 
you often hear of your-mother?"’ 

“Neither of nor from her freqasaotly, Jas) 
oate in awhile I ges a mezgre note. Of-coxree 
I could oall upon her at her own residents ; 
bat E cannot, will-not; meet Price Congeeve. 
He-robbed ms of home-aud-/my nresher’s lowe 
I am not likely to forges or forgive thst 
eavity,"’ 

“Ef T-eould tio aa bwodld,”~says Hester. 
vicionsly striking off the-head ofa Wall nere. 
“you shontd- never-ees 4ither of them egama”” 
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® What |netmy mother?” with witle-open 


Byer. 

‘Certainty not. Sho has proved hersélt 
*¢#00 bad a mother and too good a wifes,’ to 
parody & familiar couplet, For the lie of me 
I cannot seo that you owe hez any daty. She 
has oast-you adtifé that her new hushand 
may live npon her for:mae; Which should be 
yoursco. Do you mean to teli me that you 
jove her ag weil ag you 2id in‘the:past ?” 

* Perhaps I Jove her more, becauce | pity 
her so sinceraly. I am afraid she will have a 
very bitter awakening.” 

“She ought ¢o stiffer] coldly. “Sha had 
no thought for or pity on you.” 

‘Poor marmams, she was néver strong- 
minded, and Mr. Congreve -had fascinated her 
completely. I never heard him spesk an 
angry word to her, but none the less do I 
believe he never loved her, bat married her to 
serve hig own ends.” 

‘6 Of course, and she should have beem wise 
enough to see what was so palpsble to her 
daughter. For my own part, I find her equally 
guilty of cruelty to you as ever Congreve 
was.’ 

‘‘ You do noi know mamma. She is kind- 
nets itself,” the girl saya, doyally. ‘I hope 
one day, when all things are pleasant,: you 
will meet her. You will judge her. more 
kindly then.” 

Heostor looks incredulous, 

* My opinions once formed raxely change, 
and I know between myeself-and the Con- 
greves there could mever be even the sem- 
blancs.of feisndship. Thera, say no. more on 
the subject ; is ig 00? a.vlencant one,’ And by 
way of chavging it he adda, ‘* Will you think 
me t00 inguicitive if I ack, were you really 
obristeued Betty ?” 

“Notatall, Eleanords Hieauor-Mande. I 
am plain Betty, atter my goémother. She 
‘wae s spineter of property, ail of which she 
wasfond of deelaving should be mine a her 
decease. I wae quite an important personage 
until my tenth birthday ; after -ébhat ehe glory 
departed from Jebabod, SBhexwore # wig, 
enrmoubted by » cap,:and I, owith a praige- 
worthy thirss efter knowledge, donged to see 
how she looked withont it. On:my cbirthdey 
it was usual fo giva a dinneruparty, from 
which I need not cay I-wesexciuded. On this 
particolar anniversary sha sense of my wrongs 
‘wae too great for me, and Lhidimyself bebind 
come curtains, armed: with afishing-rod, line 
and hook. {was jnst immediately behind my 
godmother, and when dessert was. broughtin 
ithrew ont my ling. Thethoeok beoame fixed 
in the oap, and the wig eame.off with the cap. 
he lasted co comical | and.ch, what a scene 
followed! Godmother rose in a dary, declaring 
she would not atay anothershour ia a housa 
where she had. been so grossly émeulted,.and 
rusbing ¢ ff to ker room, packed her belongings, 
and went. Of oonrse 1 was discovered, and 
mother, decisring with-teara Iewas the. most 
troublesoma | giri on.-eartb, eensme- to bed, 
minus the whipping 1 deserved, Three 
months later codmosher died, bequeathing all 
her fortune to verious okerities—and that is 
how I made myeelt a pauper.” 

Heotor dangis, 

_ © You heave henntrao-te your cld‘character, 
Mt seems. i know Phave found -youtrenble- 
#ome to-the feet degree, Don's soowl in that 
fashion—and tera ia home. “Po-morrow I 
shall’ ba waiting for-you-at ‘the gates-at three 
erscisely. If you do nos keep the appointment 
Panctusily you will fitd ~me gone. That 
sounds awfatly rude, I know, but-it will not 
do at the correreroentent of-onr'friendahip to 
alow you the whip hand ‘ofme. You-wonld 
quickly be my tyraut, ‘€hood-bye; Mtssa Betty, 
Perbaps it was all forthe bevt you lost’that 
fortane.”’ 

“ Perhaps, but I @oubdt it. I love money 
for she sake of the-pretty things it can com: 
mand. Good-bye, Dr. Wharton,” and she 
flits up.the trim drive. with o softer look ia 
dan eyes than ever whortal eaw there be- 

re. 


her appointments with her new fried with 
conscientious punetustity, qdite regavdiers of 
Mrr, Fyson’s somewhat unpleszant remarks. 

A new element bas entered ‘ter iife, a new 
gense of joy floods all-her being. ‘Phis friend. 
Bbip ig-sopleseant, so altogetirer novel an 
experiences; and noteven to hersel! dors the 
‘acknowledge the trath thas Hector is ‘some. 
thing nearerand dearer than a meré friend. 

Every other day Mra, Fyeon insists upon'a 
visit ‘from*her dector. “Her health demands 
constant attention, she says, and no one under. 
‘stands her so-weéli a3 Heotor Wherion—rather 
no-one‘else dareepeak'so plainly to her—and 
she yas sense enough ‘to sppresiate “his 
honesty. 

Then at the.close of each visit he ia re- 
warded by a bricf interview with Betty, 
which amply repays him for the irritation he 
suffers through his eccentric patient. 

Usually, the girl mests him with a very 
bright face ; but one morning she icoks.e0 pale 
and grave that he is troubled for her. 

Opening the door of a room leading from 
the hall, he says, in authoritative tones,— 

** Come in here.” 

And like a child she obeys. She he ig 
aenies to know -hia will is stronger than 

ere. 

‘\Now,. tell me whatis the matter? Some- 
thing has happened sines yesterday.” 

* Yes, I have.heard: from mamma, and she 
does not write very happily. I—I hoped+to 
gee. her soon; but Mr.. Congreve -bas decided 
$o.go to Germany, and they left England this 
morning.” 

Hector's face hardens; for 4be sake of this 
\gitl he loathes and despises her mother. 

‘She he is. only reaping the harvest she 
sowed. She has.no ground for complaint,” he 
says-harshly. Then sesing the reproach on 
Batty’s sad face, hoadds quickly, ‘' There, I 
am 9. brute toadd to your trouble, child. Try 
to forgive me;.and, Botty, you shall not 
worry yourself over what may ba pure fancy, 
afterall. Your mother-may have meant no 
hint of gorrow, only you so distrust Congreve. 
You are. always looking for evil waws of him. 
Poor hittle girl! poor little girl!’ and then 
one baad, strong, firm,sad gentle, steals over 
her.pretty. bowed. head, and ail her heart 
stands siill witha sudden rapture thad is. not 
without its element of pain. 

‘« Dear,” the low,,grave voice goss on, ‘‘ you 
are nos alone whiiat you will have my iziend- 
shipand ailow my oare, Betty, do you think 
you oan trast me?” 

‘‘ Yes,” she answers, hardiy above her 
breath, “I aow that LT can.” 

“And you will bring all your :troables to 
me? You promise meso moh.” 

‘‘] -wonid not Jike to burden you with 
them,” she says, iremoulonely. ‘‘ You. have 
/bsen-s0 kind-to.moe aiready, You kavo helped 
me 50 often and somuch.”’ 

“ Is has been & pleasure to.ma to kwow I waa 
| gome ee to you,” 

How fast bis breath comes, what o light 
there is-iahis eyes! only Betty does notsee 
it, her own not daring to meet his, 

“Thave been very bappy of ate, child, so 
‘heppy ‘that I have sometimes doubted if my 
blies could last. Betty,-don’s you know? 
Dan’t you guess?" 

“What?” whispers Botty ; and then a step 
is heard outside, and Heetor has only time to 
estoh her to-him; to kiss ber sweet, coy lips 
ence, and-then to gnatch up his hat and dis- 
appear through the deorway as the solemn 
batler enters. 

Betty flies to her own room, pais with joy. 
What has come ‘to her? Why is her heart so 
madly jubilant? “What is this new, great 


emotion whith tratisforms her whole life, 
and fillsher whole soul ? 

Ah! Heotor's kiss has told her all the truth ; 
and sinking on her kuoves, she subs,— 

© Pronk Heaven |thank “Heaven ! he lovers 
me! On! desr Heaven! make ms worthy of 





f 


my love!" 


In thedays immediately folfowine she keeps 


GHAPTER Vi, 


Ir iz a-~wery biovhing, shame-fseed" Betty 
that jofuy Hector thet afssrnoon at the-gate. 
She cankot tifs her syas to those cager ones 
benttpon her. She does nos even know wha? 
worda she’ssyein answerto bia ptesting, 

She is only conscious that ‘she loves him, 
and will fove him until-she dies, She only 
feels that on alt thia fair earth there is no 
“girt so focky-as sha, 

She forgets all the vows sho made in the 
time which‘sesme go far back now, when sho 
holdly declared not the hest- man ia Christen- 
dom could persuade her to change ker state 
until she had pasced her third ¢ de, 

In.almost utter silenoa saocy waik side by 
side, until the pleasant low-iying meadows are 
reached, and there is, no one to seg thera, or 
hesr their happy, foolish spsech. 

“Betty,” says Hector, drawing her hand 
withia hig arm, ‘are you very angry with mo 
for my boldness? Will-you find it very hard 
to forgive me, that I kissed yon without 2c 
much as esying ‘by your leave?’” 

And then, as she maintains a tremulous 
Silence, he takes hoth her handa in his, and 
having her wholly at his meroy, looks un 
restrainedly into her blushing: face, 

What ke reads there must eatialy even him, 
for the nex) moment she is in his arms, 
clasped close to his breast, and he is rainicg 
— down upon the softs cheeks and sweet 

ips. 

“ Darling! darling!’ hs eays in % passion- 
ate voice, “you do love me?” aad she, with 
gue arm abou’ his neok, sighs) back,— 

“ Lloveyca | oh, yes, Move you!” and would 
hide her happy isce from him if he would bat 
permit, 

‘How much ?"' ka demands, ‘How dear 
am I #0. you, swaethesrt 2?” 

‘“\Howcan I tall? Osa one. mengnre tho 
heart's affections? Oh, Hector! Oh, Hector, 
I wish I did nos iove you so dearly, for now to 
logs you wonid mcaxn death!” 

‘And only by dvash can you Jose me, cr 
feee yourself ot your bonds. Batty, I think i 
have loved you always sinus L saw yon fires!" 

“ And Lyou,” she anewers gotsiy, “although 
I did not then encerstand my-elt, or why you, 
& séranger, should make ao,.greasan impressicn 
upon my mind,” 

‘‘ You have not kissed me yet,” is his nexs 
rematk, ‘‘ You muss do so new!” 

“J—I think not! I do: not, see the neces- 
sity |’ with returning impodence, 

‘‘Bat I do, and my will is law! Betty, 
don’t: prove contumaciens atthe outset, You 
have got to wear your yoke graoefally.”’ 

‘| I’m gure 1 never: ahali!l’’ with more than 
a touch of sanciness. ‘'I nover was meek cr 
obedient. Eleanor-monopoiised eli she virtuee, 
and I-the vices.” 

“T can quite believe you; bas, Batty, Lam 
& determined feliow, and [ atall:hcid you so— 
like thie—uatil you do obey me, Why not 
anrrender 4) discretion ? ” 

And then, partly basausa she loves him so 
dearly, portly bacanse she dikes his masterfal 
way, she lifts hor moath to his, and kisses him 
once. 

“ Darilivg | dariiog! when will you come tc 
me? The bouce is ready for the bride ; there 
is no-reavon for delay. When will you marry 
me?” c 

‘“I¢cig for you to «ay, #he answers, in a 
very low voice. 

‘‘ Let me see, this ia September. We will be 
vearried in Deaamber, foe cf- course you must 
give Mes. Fyson timely notics, On, Betty, 
what a lucky feliow bam!” 

“DT hope you will always believe co,” sho 
retorts, ‘with a flash -of ‘her old . spirit. 
“Indeed, I think your toward exceeds your 
merits !"’ 

“¥ou conctited tittle woman! What an 
idea you have of your own importance! 
Botty, I’m afraid we shall quarrel awfally.” 

“Pm quits eure wo sail,” promptly, 








‘“‘ecanse you are so mactérfal, and I have & 
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will of my own, I! you would prefer a meek 
Griselda there is time to draw back yet.” 

‘*I shall not do that, out of consideration 
for you. My desertion would mean death to 
you, you know,” he says, teasingly; ‘and, 
after all, I don’s think a Griselda would find 
me & pleasant companion. I should quarrel 
with her because of her meeknessa.”’ 

*' You seem @ very amiabie character on the 
whole,” Betty retorts, impudently. “I think 
I have been jast a wee bit too precipitate in 
undertakiog the management of you (she is 
80 hsppy that ali the natural gaiety of her 
dispozition rises to the surface), bat I refuse 
to be frightened by the prospsct bafore me!’ 
‘Then she adds, more gravely, “I wonder 
what mamma will say?” : 

“Her opinion matters very little!” Heotor 
answers, with a slight frown. 

‘*Oh, but it does! Se is my own mother, 
and lately, jast lately, I have thought by the 
tone of her letters that she is in some great 
trouble.” 

‘*Don't speak of her now!" impatiently. 
** Let this one hour be all our own," and he 
has his way, 80 that the golden moments are 
filled with lover's ocnverse—foolish no doubt, 
but none the less earnest and blissfal to these 
two 20 newly-betroshed. 

Mrs, F yson is very angry when the news is 
broken to her. 

“You are the only companion I ever had 
who inany way realised her duties, and my 
extreme need of unremitting attentions—and 
jast as Tam osed to you, you propose leaving 
me. In my state of health I deserve more 
consideration. I really cannot part with you 
so soon, Miss Grath, and so I shall tell Dr. 
Wharton. Oh, my poor nerves! Give me my 
emelling calts, and pasa the sal volatile. On, 
dear! oh, dear! Iam a living martyr!” and 
throughout the day she makes her moan and 
only for her great happiness Batty could not 
have endured her whimperings and stapid 
reproaches. 

In the morning Heotor comes, and Mra. 
Fyson pouncing upon him, says,— 

*Tais is an ill-advised step of yours, Dr. 
Wharton. Miss Grath is a m-re child yet, and 
you & man well pass thirty!” 

“The matter, madam, rests entirely 
between ourselves, If Miss Grath is saticfied, 
m0 one beside has any cause for complaint.” 

*‘ Bat, my dear sir, a man-of your position 
and fame could marry where he pleazed, and 
Miss Betty Grath is a penniless nobody, who 
02nn0} assist you socially.’’ 

“Is will be my pleasare to win distinction 
for her,’’ he answers, calmly, and then the 
real reagon of her objection to the betrothal 
transpires. 

** Miss Grath had no right to form such an 
alliance withous ficat consulting me! Am I 
never to be cousidered? She suits me as weil 
a3 any thoughtleaa girl could, and I object to 
losing her so quickly. I say that it is her 
duty to remain with me for six month longer, 
instead of which she proposes leaving in 
three. I shall not ba able to appoint her 
auccessor in eo short a time. I am not like 
@n ordinary psreon.”’ 

* You most certainly are noi, madam,” 
grimly; “bat I consider three montha a 
60ffi sient period in which to reconcile yourself 
to Mies Grath's resignation. A» all eventa, I 
do not intend to wait longer for my wife!” 

_ “I shall dispute her saiary,” says the 
invalid, irately, and a hot flash rashes to the 
doctor's brow, 

**Q: course, madam, if you choose to act 
dishonourably no one can prevent you; bué 
in that case there is no necessity for Miss 
Gath to remain with you longer, I will be 
@ litole inconvenieat for her, as I have no 
relative with whom I oould place her, but 
our marriage can be consummated with very 
liéstle delay.” 

Taoen Mes. Fyson begins to sob, and lament 
her lonely condition, her terrible health, and 
finally lies prone upoo her couch in an 
apparent swoon, Heotor rings for her maid. 

“Being me a bowl of water,” he says, 





quietly; and the girl obeying, he applies it 
with such a liberal hand that the invalid 
Starts up with a sudden ory,— 

*' Taat will do—you are drowning me!" 

** Your mistress is better now. I will leave 
her in your care!" Heotor says, quietly; aud 
goes down to bis little sweethears, with a sly 
smile in hia eyes. ‘I'll venture to say she 
won't faint in my presence agaia,’’ he saya, 
after concluding hia story; ‘“‘ and see here, 
Besiy, you are not to submit ‘o any imperti- 
nence from her. I won't have it, You are 
my property now!” 

In the days that follow, Betty has much 
that is unpleasant to endure, bat her love 
sastainy her; and to Heotor she makes no 
complainte. 

Toe three months are fleeting by, and soon 
her wedcioz-day will come. The thought that 
she wi!l belong wholly then to her lover makes 
her strong t) bear all that otherwise must have 
irked her. 

She has written to her mother, informing 
her of her engagement; but no answer has 
reached her, and, secretly. the girl is very 
apxions conosrning her. This, however, ehe 
does not confide to Heotor. It is the one thing 
in which they have nos perfeot sympathy. 

Towards the end of the second mcen‘b, 
Hector comes burriedly into the house. 

“ Bztby, is is too bad, but I must leave you. 
I have received a telegram from Lord Daisley, 
begging me to go to Ayrehire at once, as his 
only child is down with fever, and hs wants 
me to watch the case. I can't very well refuse. 
It I save the lad my fortane is made, and for 
your eake I am ambitious. Dr. Ingle will 
ses after my patients here; and for the rest, 
my dear, I will write you often. Now, wish me 
good-bye! I bave not & moment to lose if I 
would oat sh the next frain nor:hwards.” 

**Good-bye!" says the girl, “I shall miza 
you cruelly; bat, of course, you ought to go. 
You won’s forget to write meoften. Ayrshire 
is so far away, and if harm come to you I—I 
do not know how I should bear my life!" 

‘What harm could come to m>, darling? 
You mast not be anxious, and yet it is good to 
know you love me so well. G0d-bye! Ose 
more kiss! good-bye! In a listle while we 
shall need to say that word no more!” 

The place seems very dull] without him, and 
Betty, who bas always declared she hated 
eentiment, is much inclined to mope about 
the house, only her pride forbids this; and 
then, too, Mrs, Fysonis doubly exigeante now 
that Dr. Wharton is gone. 

Bat the arrival of his first letter makes 
Betty brave to bear anything, and the same 
post brings her news from Africa. 

Eleanor ia weli and happy ; and Dick, who 
has had anotaoer strote of luck, forwards a 
cheque to cover B:tty’s passage out and her 
motoer too, supposing that the latter is not 
happy in her fresh matrimonial venture. 

“TI will answer both to-night,” the girl 
thinks, as she walke down the drive; “ but 
what am I to do with Dick's money? I have 
no need of it. I wonder if [ might give is all 
to mother, only then Prioe Congreve would 
have the spending of it. I wish Heotor were 
here to advise me!"’ 

Tne sound of an opening gate makes her 
look quickly up, and she sees a woman coming 
towards her—a woman in worn raiment, with 
& whit: haggard face, and threads of grey 
dunning the gold of her hair—a weary, travel- 
stained, helpless creature, as unlike ber mother 
as it is possible to conceive, and yes in one 
swift glance Betty knows it is her mother, and 
rana with outstretched hands to meet her, 

Bat the poor creature falls weeping at her 
feet, moaning out,— 

“Do not harden your heart agains) me, 
O>, wy child! oh, my child! I am rightly 
punished for my sin against you!” 

Aad Betty, stooping, lifts her in her strong, 
young arma, 


‘* Not there, mother, nos aa a suppliant, 


but here in my arms, here as a wel: 
come and beloved one, Ob, why should 
you kneel to ms—me, yoar ohild!l. Dar- 


ling, you must tell me nothing now. Wait 
until you have eaten and slept,” and all the 
while she is kissing the pale, aged face, and 
fondling the faded hair wish the softest, moat 
loving hands. ‘Cry, if it will ease your 
heart! Ory, oh poor little mother! dear little 
mother! Ws wiil never ba parted again!” 

And the weary, sobbing, wretched woman 
clings to her as if her very touch brought com- 
fort and support. Axdall the while Betty's 
mind is racked with the thought,— 

‘* Where can I take her? ” 

She knows well enough Mrs. Fyson will not 
acoord the wanderer a sheiter. Ste ia nota 
generous woman, and Batty has offended her. 
Then, like an inspiration, comes the thought 
of Lizzie, the pleasant housemasid, whose 
peopls live in the village; and, leasing poor 
Mrz, Congreve to @ seat, she bids her wait for 
hez return. 

She is not long gone, and her face wears & 
relieved look ag she joins her mother 

“Come, dear!” she says, with infinite 
gentleness, “I have obtained nice lodgings 
for you. We will go to them as once. It 
is only a short walk, and I can see you very 
ofien! " 

And e0, with an arm about the other's waist 
(for abe is very weak and feeble) che leads her 
to Lizzie’s home. 

Lizzie’s mother is a prudent woman and 
aske no qaeations, so that her lodger is qniokly 
installed in the one spare room, and Betty is 
listening to her sad story—it is sad, indeed. 

From the time they left England Price 
Congrevs had neglected and ill treated her. 
His lack at cards, t00, had been terrible, and 
he vented his rage on the unfortunate woman 
he had married. 

He squandered her money, raised all he 
could apon her annuity, which he had fancied 
wae treble the amount it really represented ; 
and, finding she was a burden rather than 
he}p to him, had coarsely told her to return 
home to the friends who were too proud toac: 
knowledge his existence ; and when she prayed 
with bitter tears and sobs that he would not 
send her away he struck her, and langhed, as 
he told her, that she had never any right to 
his name, he being already a married man 
when they met, 

Bat for the kindoesa of the English consal 
at Berlin, where they then were, the poor 
little woman could never have reached home! 
* Andnow,” she says, in mournfal conclusion, 
‘I cannot stay where I am koown, Tae 
shame of it all will kill me! I cannot mses 
my old friends, or retarn to the oid haunts. 
Oh, Batty! oh, Batty! if I coald bat have 
seen with your eyes; bat I was always a 
foolish body, though I thought myself so wisel "’ 

And then Boaity tells her of her engagement, 
for it seems ber letter never reached her 
mother; shows her, too, the kindly linea 
Eleanor bas writsen, and the generous gifs 
Dick bas sent, 

‘And what are we to do with it, dear, I 
don't know,"’ she says, ‘for your home, of 
course, will be with me.” 

I is late when she reachsa Providence Villa, 
her mother being loth to let her go, and there 
ia no chance of replying to Heotor until mid- 
night, when she is safe in her room, 

Then she writes a long and tender letéer, 
begging her lover for her sake to give her 





mother shelter, dwelling much upon her 
safferings and privations, and ending by a 
| passionate assertion that come what will she 
| will never forsake the woman who gave her 
birth; and she falls asleep, confiiens that 
Hector will welcome her glaaly. 
; Alas! alas! Heosor's bears ia yet hot againat 
her mother, and he replies thas he will never 
' extend the hand of friendship to one who could 
; treat his darling aa she had done. The dest 
, and wisest thing Mrs. Congreve can do ia to 
join her daughter at Natal. 





{ CHAPTER VIL. 
Nort a word does Betty gay of this letter to 
her mother, Sarely she bas suffered enough 
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alresdy. Why should she add to her sorrows? 
fo the girl bears herself bravely before the 
poor, weak woman, who clings to her as though 
their positions were reverzed, ard she the 
hild. 
oe Oh,” she says tearfally, ‘I wish you had 
never met Dr. Wharton, then we could have 
gone to Natal together. There, no one knows 
my story here. I dare not go abroad, lest I 
ghall meet old friends or acquaintances. I do 
not think 1 am strong enough to bear their 
ro.”’ 

ae No one will blame you, mother, darling,” 
the daughter says tenderly, and then she goes 
away to write her pitifal appeal to Hector. 


‘My darling,” she says, ‘ not even for your 
sake can I desert my mother. She is ill, an- 
happy, lone. Sxe has no one to comfort her 
gave me Oh, surely! surely, Hector! you 
who have been so good and generous to me, 
will not deny me the privilege of sheltering my 
mother. For myself I would ask nothing, bat 
for her I forget my pride and turn suppliant, 
Ab, dear, if your love will not stand this first 
test, I give you back every promise you have 
made. You are absolately free, A bad 
daughter wiil not make a good wife. Heoior, 
my fate is in your hands ; deal with me as you 
will Be your decision ever so hard, I shall 
not reproach you. Bat, oh! for our love's sake, 
do not leave me long insuspense. I shall wait 
a week for your reply; and if I do not receive 
it at the close of the seven days, I shall know 
that all ia over between us, and shall leave for 
Africa. You need not write farewell. I could 
not bearit. Leave me at least some chance of 
forgetfalness. On no! no! I never shall for- 

* you, my Hector, my fizat, last love! 
fen have you in its keeping is the prayer 
of your poor little 


With what sick anxiety she waits the 
arrival of every post how shallI tell? With 
what a beating hears she steala to the gates to 
watch the s'ow- moving postman ; and when he 
passea by without delivering any least line 
from Hector, what an agonised sigh breaks 
from her lips ! 

Her griet is all the more cruel that she oan- 
not weep—tearg are never easy with Betty. 

And the seventh day passes; the last post 
is in, bat there ia no letter for her, Likes 
wild thing she rashes to her room, and casting 
herself face downwards on the floor, writhes, 
aud twiata and moans, in the agony that can 
find no natural vent. 

Poor little Betty! How long she lies there 
she does not know and she is altogether re 
gardless of Mra, Fyson’s repeated ringing. 

When at last, a maid knocks loudly at the 
door, she springs to her feet, her face blanched, 
and her hands clenched in the folds of her 
dkirt. Very fierce she looks, and the girl starts 
back, aghast at her altered appearance. 

“Ob, migsa! you are ill? And mistress 
sent me to say would you come down.” 

“T can't, Alice! I can’t! I—I—osh, my 
—_ my head!” and she reels against the 


Bat for the girl's friendly support ashe 
must have fallen. For a moment she rests in 
the strong, kindly arms, then lifsing herself 
erect, says,—— 

“You are very good to me! I will thank 
you better when [am more myself. Iam well 
enough now to go down. No, no, you need 
make no excuse for me!’’ and so she quits the 
room hastily, and joins Mrs, Fyson., 

“TI rang for you six times!” the invalid 
@ays petolantly. “Why did you not come? 
You presume too much on your position as 
De. Wharton's fiancée” 

“Tam sorry for my fauls,” the girl retorts 
with miserable defiance; ‘and you shall not 
suffer a repetition of it. I leave here on 
Friday en route tor Africa, I must ask you to 

me at an earlier date than the one 
arranged. Ol course I forfeit my salary.” 

“ Afcioa!” saya the iavalid shrilly. ‘ Girl, 
@re you mad? Why, io a week or two at 
moat you are to be married,"’ 

‘* Yoaq mistake, madam; I have released 


“ Barry.” 





De, Wharton! I have changed my mind! I 
have been thinking of these things for days, 
and have written to the shipping office 
inquiring for berths, terms, &). I fiad I can 
go on Friday.” 

‘You are @ fool!'’ ia the polite response. 
You'll never get such another chance of 
settling, and I think Dr, Wharton is well rid 
of you!” 

‘*Toank you, madam; you are nothing if 
not kind!” bitterlv; and with a low, half- 
mocking ourtsey, Bscty passes out and up to 
her room, 

e * * a oo 

Tae good ship Etruria has left port two 
days, and is wellon her way, when a Highland 
girl rushes out of her cottage in search of her 
mother. 

**Come hame, mither, the mon has spoken, 
and it is very foolish questions he's asking! 
I canna soothe him; it’s you maybe can do 
that!’ and the elder woman hastens to follow 
her to the little two-roomed house they call 
home. 

In the front room ia a bed, and on that bed 
lies a man with bandaged head, tossing to and 
fro in the weariness of fever—he is Heotor 
Wharton | 

‘* How long have I been here?"’ he asks, 
eagerly, as the woman bende over him. 

“ Nigh on ten days, sir, and it’s bad ye ha’ 
been, At times we didna think ye'd pull 
through. Dear, dear, it is good indeed, to hear 
ye spesk like a sound man—ye've been clean 
daft all the while,” 

‘* Has anyone been here asking for me?” is 
the next question. 

“La! na, sir; who :hoold come a spsering? 
Its verra few folks we see up here. Bat I 
misdoubs me, ye'll be makin’ your friends 
anxious. Here's Peggy here would ha’ 
walked miles to tell ‘em about ye—bat, lor’, 
we didna know ye fra’ Adam. I was mais} 
scared when I found ye a lyin’ at t’ bottom 
of '6 oliff, and it is hard work we had, Peggy 
and me to get ye up here.” 

* You have been most good to me, and I 
will do my best to repay you for your services 
—for your kindness I never oan, How far 
am I from Daisley Castle?’ 

“A matter o’ eight miles, cic. Is it a 
message you would send there? My Peggy 
‘ul tak’ it wi’ pleasure, Sakes; if only we'd 
kenned ye come fra there, hoo much worry 
we might ha' saved! Peggy, lass, ye go on to 
Daisley, and tell hia lordship, Mr.— Mr, fe 

“Tam Heotor Wharton.” 

‘Me, Wowrton ia lyin’ here wi' a ocraockit 
skull ; ita early yet, and ye'll get there betimes, 
and never fear bat they'll pit ye up for the 
night. Now, sir, ye jaet lie still whilst I get 
ye your — : 

It is days before Hector Wharton can be 
moved to Daisley, and Lord Daisley visits 
him frequently, being gratefal for the ekill 
which has spared hig child to him, counting 
Heotor amongst his dearest friends. From 
the doctor's own narrative it transpires that, 
being restless, he had risen early and taken a 
long walk (to tell the trath, he had been fight. 
ing with hie prejadices against Mrs. Congreve, 
or rather Mra. Gratb), and did not notice how 
great a distance he was placing b.twoen him. 
self and the Castle. 

He wanted to please Batty, but it was hard 
to conquer himesif; and just when he had 
achieved the victory, a grey miet swooped 
down over mountain and glen in the pecaliar 
and favourite fashion of miata in Scotland, 
and in some wise he lost his footing, and fell 
into @ fairly deep gully. Bus for good Mra, 
MoBride he must have perished, and Betty 
never would have known the truth. ~ 

Oa the first day of his retarn to Daisley 
hie host hands him his letters, and naturally 
he seleots Betty's from the pile. Waat muet 
she think, poor little girl, of his long silence ? 
Oa! how he wishes his last had been kinder. 

** Bat she will never doubt me,” he thinks, 
“She is too true herself— Heaven blesa her |! 








Well, { will make amends as far as lies in my 
power. Betty is right to atick to her mother,” : 


and then he tears open the envelope, and reads 
the poor child's farewell. 

He goes af once to his host. 

‘*T must leave here to-day,” he says, in a 
broken voice. ‘‘I—I—oh, great Heaven! I 
am afraid all my life is spoiled through this 
my wretched accident, and what a brate she 
must think me!" Taon, being very weak and 
excited, he gives one strange, awfal ory, and 
falls to the ground, 

It is days before he oan get about again, 
and all the while he is eating his heart out 
with anxiety concerning Betty—his poor, 
brave, unselfish little Batty—who has sacrificed 
her love to her duty, and gone broken-hearted 
to a distant and strange land, 


* * * * * 


Batty Grath stands at the gate, opening into 
her brother's garden. The house is removed 
from all others, and the solitade is pleasant to 
the pale English girl Ah! what a changed 
Betty it is, who so frequently assurea her 
mother she has given up nothing for her 
sake—that she and her lover are better—oh ! 
far betser—apart. 

Bhe is not without lovers here, but to them 
all she says, ‘'I shall never marry,” and if 
they find a fault or flsw in her character, it is 
that she is too cold, 

To night as sbe stands ander the brilliant 
sky hosts of memories come crowding upon 
her, until with a litile sob she says,— 

‘* Ah, dear! it was go small a boon I asked, 
and I loved you so well, I would have given 
my life for you; bat you would not grant my 
firat and last request. Perhaps it ia all for 
the best; bat oh, my heart! oh, my heart! I 
could give ten, twenty, ay! all the years of 
my life to see him once agaial” 

And then beneath the starlit sky she sees a 
figure approaching—such a familiar figare 
that her heart stands still, and in sudden 
anguish she says,— “ 

% Ah, dear Heaven! he is dead! and this 
is bat hia ghoat I eee!" 

Then allin a moment she is caught in a 
pair of strong arms. There is nothing ghostly 
about that embrace, and her eyes are searoh- 
ing the pale, worn face, her ears drinking in 
the musio of his words. 

‘I came as goon ag I could, Betty. I never 
got’ your letter until days afser you sailed. 
Oh, my darling! oh, my darling! what maat 
you have thought and believed? My last 
letter to you was eo brutal, will you forgive, 
oan you forgive, or will you send me back to 
England hopeless and despairing?" 

“‘ Heotor,”’ she sobs, ‘‘oh! Heotor, I have 


‘been so unhappy! I never guessed, dear 


heart, that you were ignorant of my plans, I[ 
was too hasty, and is it true you love me still— 
that you have come all this weary way to fiad 
me out?” : 

“I¢is trae, Betty. Life without you ie not 
worth living. I love you with all my heart, 
with all my etrength. My little wife, my 
darling wife 1" 

With a gesture of passionate abandonment 
she drawea hia head down upon her breast. 

‘Pray with me, Heotor, that I may be 
wortby of your love. Oa, my darling, how 
good Heaven is!” 


. * . o o 
A month /a‘er De. Wharton takes his bride 
back to England, bat Mea. Grath remains in 
the country where her gad etory is not known. 


(THE END.) 








Vioiets refase to give up their scent, like 
the other flowera, to distillation. Slabs of 
slate set in wooden frames are spread thick 
with hog’s lard to receive them, Oa this bed 
they are scattered, and the elates are then 
stacked one above the other like the shelves of 
@ cabinet. The flowers must be renewed three 
times a day, all throagh the flowering season. 
By that time the lard is permeated with the 
scent, which can thea be withdrawn from it 


into spirit. 
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FACETLA. 





A rittow thief held on to the pillow; though 
he gavesne patica the stip. 


Evers boolewornr will turn when you take | i, tormed shat.you loudly spoke.ot,.me onthe 


away one or his favorrite volames. 

EanTHQvakes may be regarded 52 very sris- 
todratic. Ast least they belong to the upper 
crust, 

THE reason why .men succeed who mind 
their own business is because there is ao hittle 
competition. 

‘ Tur estermal uss of hot water will prevent 


a —~ pes _enreren orem wrecee cnr renee —— 


THE LONDON \READER. 


Jane 13, 23892. 





Evare : a. How de you like my new engage: | 
ment ricg?" Emma: ‘I never liked is. 
Was $00 large for me when I used to wear it.’ 
And Enagie ‘and Emma walk.on Gifferent sides 


; Of the street now. 


wrinkles.” How about the married man who | 


is kept_in hot water most of the tims? 


| 
May takes with bia right hand ead gives 


with his loft until he eonaiders ii more profi. 
abis to take with both. 

Portozr Capzarx: ‘ You thiak your dog was 
poisoned as tba South End?" Complainant: 
* No, sir; he was poisoned all over.’ 

Tr's a bad.idea to lock the stable door after 
the horse is stolen. When i? the thief should 
repent and bring back the horse? 

Woopen: “Ob, what a beantifal sunset! 
T never caw ench a meegnificent sunset-in all 
my life!” 
never #ay Any Other sun set,” 

“Par, you are wearing your stcckings 
wrong side outward.” ‘Ooh! and don’t I 
know it surs—there’s a hole on the other side, 
there is,” 

WHEN & young .man cits in the parionr talk. 
ing nonsense to his eweethears—éhat's capital. 
Bat when he bas,to stay ia of evenings after 
shey’re married—thar'a Isbanur. 

You oan gain a reputation for. wiscom by 
not speaking a siezle word, Sis stillandlook 
wise—mankind is prone to reverence she 
solemn asa. 

Tue novel of the fature, it ia hoped, may ba 
much more entertaining reading than she talk 
about it. It not, yawning will be she chief 
exercise of the fature, 

Epwin (tenderly touching ‘her «¢ressec) : 
‘* Sweet one, les me be Hko this lovely hair.” 
Angeliua (tremalonslp): “ Waat—dearest— 
what would you be?” Hawim {eapturonusly) : 
* All your own,” 

‘* How meny visitors do yourhave a @ay, on 
an average?’ asked a lady of the odetodian 
at @ pubdlio regort. ‘ Ain’t no average,” he 
replied, ‘Some daya there's more and some 
leggy.” 

Ty THE Cuus.—Da, Sloppy: ‘ Weil, Al, dear 
boy, I dons ase why feliaha disousa the 
marriage qaestion. 1s i3 simple enough. IT? 
e tellab’s poor, he can’ tafford ta get married ; 
pnd if he is—ah—wich, he don’t ne2da:to,” 

*“ Waat do you suppose started the impres- 
sion that fish: was ¢fficacions as braia. food ?”’ 


‘*The fact thatithe fich themeclves are | 
‘Well; they. go..dn | 


educated.” “Eh?” 
schoole, you.know.”’ 

A Prary, Sorrm Anrcouernt —' Now, then, 
McOcerigie, no peevarias ion. Tell usail that 
passed between you and the defendants,’ said 
the judge, ‘Brickbats, yer honour; jist 
Orickbaas,”’ answered McCorriglie. 

Mayon : “Have you washed yanr. face, 
Johnny 7” Jehnny: ‘ Yes ’m.” Diamma: 

‘And your ands?” Jobnny: ‘‘ Yea.” 
Mamma; “ And your neck,” Johany: “Aw, 
seo kere, ma, I ain't a angel.” 

Morner: “I trust shat you are happy with 
your hasvand, Mand?"’ Mand: *‘Oh, yes; 
#8 happy #4 one van expect to be with a man 
whois salziog of himeolf half the time, and 
of hia firsts wifethe otber, half,” 

Lawyert: Madara, i'm» sorry 40.ca7c¢nas J 
dow’ &.see @heighost of.a obance. for: yon.to 
joreak yoor «mole's ‘will.”. Woman: *' Well, 
to be frank with you, I.don’tisee a gheat of a 
ahance to pay you for whatyyou bave aiceady 
done if the will. isn’t: broken.’’.. Lawyer: 
* Qa second thougi't, madam, i think.the. sili | 
cau bs broken.” 


Wagley: ‘* Waeat nonsense! You | 


Miss Ds Boszy (school.teachsr): ‘I am 
public sireata as an old maid.’ .Bad Boy 
(much sosreo): ‘‘N-n-o, ma’m, I-said yr 
moiker wasa2 ole maid.” 

Too. Previous —Weriting Teacher (watching 
her fiager movements): ‘A beautifai: hand, 
Miss Caroline Fair Papil (blushing) : 
“La, Mr. Scr#bson !’* “Ia caly to bs gained 
by pessistens practice. Hold your pen a little 
more loosely, Mica Caroline.” 

Love AND® War —Sorattg: ‘It ia said thas 
allis fair in love and war, but there is one 
groans tifiezonce betwcen them,” Bloobom per : 
‘* What ioit?” §Spratts: In love the fight- 
ing doea not begin until.sfter the engegement 





| iaover.” 








In Franezr.—Raiiway Official: ‘ M'sien, 
you vaiet bas been run over and cut into & 
dezen picess.” Langvid Englichmen: “Haz! 
Be good-encugh, please, to bring the picco 
se ! containge the key of my hat- box— 

awl” 


A uxcturer is explaining the bsantiss and | 


contrasts to be seen in the Atps. ‘ Winter 
and summer combized, With one foot I 
stood upon the icy glacier, aud with the other 
pincked blooming flowers from the bosom of 
the valley.” 

AFTER & singer had “executed” the — 
popular song, “My love lisa dreaming,” 
rustic auditor bsoke the ensuing eilenes ~ 
muttering: ‘Ii she lics while rhe's 
dreamin’, what soré.ofa cristur.muat,ahe be 
when ghe’ 8 awake?” 

D.: “So you and the hsndsome: Bramble 
giztharsone?” T.; “ QBaoas'awreat Lanoughs 
when the patson married us, (but Ihave since 
concinded.*hat we are ten.” D, ‘ Waast do 
you mean?” T,: ‘She. ia one.aad Vm 
naugh’, my dear iellow,” 

Doupity Canzsucker: “ You sre‘absorbed 
in shonght;.seli roe, Miss. Manny, what-ere 
you thinking about?” «Miss Fanny: ‘Some- 
thing grand; somsthing sublime!” Dadley 
Canesucker: “You .were? Now tell «what 
Was if you wore thinking aboat—me ?” 

Doctor: ‘My dear sir, you are a dangeér- 
ously sick man. Your-heart ig battty deranged 
and is very isregniar in its aotion, and is 
beating hard encuyto'tesr iteetf-to- picces.” 
Patient: © Hold on, dovior, that it my 
Waterbury watoh you have ben listening to.” 

Eprron: “Young man, your ,pscm fs 
excslicnt in many respects, bat as wo avd 
enough snch materiel to Iact ua for, the next 
ten “years, we fol obliged to, decliue is,” 
Borirg Poot {208 tfatty): "* Well, Bir, you 
will have to bave somethiag for the eleventh 
yeur,”’ 

He sat and looked .ai .the , busy... editor 
for about fifssen minute Bicadiy. Finaliy, 
ke yawned sleepily, aad rarsarked, ‘‘ Tacreare 
some thitg in tania world.thay go without ssyz- 
ing,” *‘ I know is,’ snapped-the editor; ' bat 
there are too many things that aay a good 
deal withott going.’ 

A May or Nenve —He:. ‘+1, know, .Mies 
Kajones, thas it looks like: great: presumption 
tox me to speak oflove toyou. Lhbaveneieber | 


youth nor good. Jooks. I.am poor, unedo- | 


cated, and, hava.ne iafuential friends. I have 
nothiog teat oon. atiesct sbe.ad mization of a 
young iady. She: “You ac misteken, Mr, 
Whackaser. Ladieice your magnificent nozve.” 

A Loa. q@iensies®anvins »ig «snd gown was 
horeyipg cown Onancchy-aie, ‘UWenld you | 
bs.good eane 0 te veel bb mes the meme -of this 
treat 212?” said aamallwiscetarab; address. 
iog:hbim withiallioutwerd manifestations of | 
peefunndrevrreace, © Yes my boy, Gaancery- 
jone,”: replicduthe barzister. “ Dumvewed it 
was,’ > xevorted the boy with a -elvohkic. 
‘Then »:why did) you ask me, you younz 
* ‘agamnp 2”? «Cos iwanted sounstl sts meatal 





‘Lxcrozzn (en the Freenoh Revelation): “ It 
ia impassidle tc imagine the chace thad reigned 
—confusion.and anarchy everywhers. In our 
more peaceful canditicns .we..csnnos even 
imagins such 2 Btate of things.’ “Man atthk 
shask of the bali: \Xaa, Wa oan, wister, Homey 
np #0 our. houses; svo’re moria’,” 

A coop story is'told cof Rogers, the poei. 
Adady,. wezy fond ot her busband, noswith- 
Standing his ugiinese of perepa, oagawaid to 
the pues: ‘Whats do you sping ? My ivaaband 
has jas laid oad fife 3y guineas for a baboon, 
juss to pleageme.” + Das @ear listle mn) 
paid Rovere ; * it's juste him |’ 
| Wroure's p3pa. bed a: visitor who wore 2 
& very tall silk hat. Wukis. cad Lever, seer 
such @ $all hat, anda thoy were guiug op ds 
walk to the bonuses he Beh uniehed tke visitor 
and morsifiee hie paps by exclaiming, ‘' Pips, 
does shad genileman’s head, g0. up righito ake 
top of that hat ? 

Brows: ‘'1 shoyght | thas, Mea. Sith and 
Mra, Jones wouldn't have say ting £9 do mish 
ene another.’ Fog: * Taey-doan'd; batwhen 
they met in # dootwsy whate there were 
| crowds of people trying to gst in aud out, o: 
| course they couldn’s zeaist sce sew ptavion ac 
: bave.a tinue ohat,.” 

Wittin'’s cnrmnesition on sosp is worth 
priving, He «writes :—* Soap is a ‘bind ot 
sruff madé into aics-locking cases thas eri! 
goowand tacta awtol. Soap jaice always darte 
tha worst when you get it in your eye. ddy 
| favhor-tage the Hekimoae don t never asa soap, 
| Zopish I was a Eskimose.”’ 

On-e witness being cated in a sore Before a 
| Sivouit- court, &® man ross op in the courtand 
eaid, “My lord he's came,” “‘ Wherd has’ he 
eomneto?” exclaimed the judge nerewptorily. 
“Ie da hia daty to ba here’? “© My “ford, f 
wadua like to commit myascii as to whaushe's 
gane, bas he’s deid.”’ 

De Guus: “Bagby, did your masher 
muke @oy derogatory remarks avon) my aigg- 
ing alser [£ was gone the esucr nigh’? ; 
Booby: “ N-n-n-o, ahe dida's make any ce- 
rogatory remarks.’’ De Gillie: “‘i'mgiad.tc 
hasar. that.’ Booby: *' Bat: gene naatly died 
iaughing.”’ 

CotoneL Yurretr, takesotho: pramiam for 
abseut-mindetrers. 219 wwasdomstiog at his 
desk waiting a few wivbisago, wasn ove of Bis 
| ohdidren entered, “ What do vyomarans? I 
} can’? ba vdietarbed mow.’ © Tconlgewant to 
say good- night, ps.” *Mever «mind, now. 
To-morrow morning will do jest asweti.” 

How it 1s Donu.—Prisoner: ‘So yon 
thing you can -ger ~me off?” -Rewger: 
‘* Fesily enough. 1 will prove tothe-oon:: 
| that yeu are a itimatic, and you will berentts 
an asylam,.” ‘Bot howam I to gej-eut-of 
the asylum?” + {owill-ges two respectable 
doctors to swear-that-yire are not selarasgic,”’ 

Fronence is 9 little gfel who is js} learaing 
to go to church, Tass mpm! when rha came 
heras her vHother atksa ner wit we thougur 
of the sermon, aU, gh,” wad the ietovercr 
answer, ‘'mea aitted an’ pitted an’ sitted and 
‘got dreffal tirad, an"the geaoter gaid an’ maid 
en’ esid, and keeped on wayin’.” 


‘THREE was an auncying hitch ‘nthe great 
Cogau Acene in may play. iass oigiag,” said a 
yoaug, Nast Side play wiigas, with oad amile. 
“ Wheathe hero jumped off the xaft to.fave 
she ksrcine he got off inthe wong pacesand 
one of the waves Kicked him in theehemach. 
| Is seemed to: knocs. ali tha.aengecut,,of thim, 
| for.be got up.and qalked ashore.’ . ‘* What 
did the,aercine (2 7” “Shoe.628,0n.m Wao 

and Jaughed.” ? 

Mr. Brossou: '' bdon's think you are @oiog 
rigntia farbidding Neily-te racsive-pewtieme:: 
eatiers. Why did you Co is?" Mes, Bioater : 
‘Leo nov desire the etii) to~ever marry.” 
Mr Blossom: * Yow seem toforvect“trat yeu 
| Were young ones, that you rece: ved getnternes 

| osblers, and shas veo mavricd.”” Mea! Blosrom : 
i fadesd, Ldon’éy Mr. Biestom ; and wi tnat- 4 
’ more, T don’t intend to baveN sly mre afew 
ot berse] Pbecaute her moth: r-dit 
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SOCIETY, 


Tennxson saat peer, ‘ A)Song,” was paid 
for at two puintas a word, 


Weppina rings aro getting narrorer, but | 


they are.ef great thiakness, 

Totun lace.«ilt he ueed shia, seramer, 
not crashab]o; seit te}eof and olenay, 

Aw yo Von . Molike’s favourite,.books were 
the works of Brakeapeare, Scost, and Carlyle. 

Cat's ayes) and Se ae ae tothe 
imitation jreeis' estty which ‘dred’ trimmings 
ate studded, ; 

Doe Prnssian Reiohatag.has rejected the 
priition to adarit womento shecnindy of the 
hiberal professions, 

THE 


lids 


vedecosated and .xefusnished i.during shia 
month; in» anzieipation: of) #a visit ofe the 
German Emperor, who is to oosury this 
suite of apartmsnis Garing hia.etey in London, 

Tue Dachesa of Aloany is foeking very 
much bstter forskier-etaypons the Cantinent. 
Her Royal Highnest ikea a-preat share in 
Royal social duties, allo? which sha, psx7orms 
withigreatgracaand sot. 
grcattevourite in Hegland,-and espesially in 
Londen, 

Mrs. Danni 
“ Uaele Tents Swbia,” isnearly. eighty years 
of age. Bie zaamervellousiy aetive efor her 
age, though ‘she only uses her pen now to 
writa to her family. Eash month she-sends 
& lester to the Dako of Argyll, who never fails 
to' reply to-it. 

THE grotesque reigus in jewellery now. A 
gigantic spider isthe approved, ornament for 
the hair, and bese yellow sapphire body, with 
diamondlegs. Lizards-and serpents, biezing 
with dismonds and emeralds, nestle in the 
folda of my lady's dxesa or sparkle against hor 
faiz flesh in hideous gorgeeusness, 

Tre teacher of a schoo! for typewriters 
says; Women learn quicker than men. . ‘They 
are more. insdemand than men, . They give 
better -sutisfection a9 aetrule, Loam: notia 
woman's tigots‘man by eny means, ‘but it is 
my observasion that the wemaa of to-day: who 
is pit. on hea metsiousnapaases her heother. 

THERE ara mary Statndiies, and, bad-reliefa 
in plaster to ba seen thas one would ba.giad to 
have-as types of beauty, were it. not-for the 
unpleasant... impreasion <ikat : white pilaster 
slwaye gives. “A-sinrple! treatment will: pive 
to these .ebjects the agressble, fone -of of 
ivory. Lhigia, dons..by, asing: oxenga shellac 
diluted a:issta with ote bol to prevanbtoo great 
shixiness. “Pot‘omevenle with @hfdyh, 

&- Garcaco. lady, nesqromends opke use » of 
horseradish as & meanseof ‘atleviatings the 
gtippe, af: nob 0k effeoting-sudhorough. ‘cure, 
Or ciner perused horseradish; exten at frequent 
intervely Guiting the day, and, in coeneotion 
wight food, a%.4he sable, it food. iseeaten-at all, 
hay-Deen found “remarkably -effiescions in 
bsnishing thactttrensizg conpit thas frequently 
lingers wiser oil the. ether .aymplome of the 
stip havei gene. 

Penwars tha neatest 'thivg About the 
“Navalries” ig the season ticket, .one of 
which has been presented tothe Princess of 
Wales. Is is a email but beantifaliy designed 
m ny the centre of which coneists of a 
diso of timber, ont from ore of the planks of 
the old Victory, aud thiaiavet.in a circles of 
gold. These “ tiekets “are destined to be 
preserved long after the show has been closed 
and forgosien, 

Sirver hearts are becoming a great fad, 
They come inal! gizan, fom that of a visiting 
card to the size ofa threepsnny piece, Nearly 
all of them -are: bandeorcly engraved or 
enamelled. They cpen like a locket, Theéxn 
heartaare used as a true love charm, and are 
designed ¢2.be placed arognd.the..meok. ot, 
faic anisteess,. who isthueornstantly renti 
of her lover, “ 


) 


' 
{ 


j to one in Soctland. 


Belgium Rooma in .Backingharn | 
Palace,are to be, .to a considerable extents, 





@he Dachess ia a | 


| estimates of their respeotive characters, 
gt, Bercurn Stowe, who. wrate ; 





| Water (om rainwater), sheke it-hefore ming, 


the | saturated with the lotion, then. sponge oi : 
nded | asain imolean cold-water, Repent tili the etain | boura sud twenty wanes, wocorcing to the 
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STATISTICS. 


158,000 people.are, born in London every } 
twelve monshe, 
THERE are cighs soldiers Joested in iveland | 


Grrway shorshend writers rarely take down } 
more than forty-five words a minute. 

THE piszza of 8+. Peter's, Rome,. in .iéa j 
widest limita,cun hold 624 000 persens. 

Accorpine to the insanity returne, cixteen 
cates in 1,000 are caused by love affairs, 

More than helf.a-million honses have: been | 
built in London during the lastforty years. 





; MANGK fecen cosi vii, 


; 8Vex, BoowD, 


* Efeamer, 


SD REN Sy NTE Sa ANKE AS TRIO SD 


Somenopy hag found a way cf distilling 
ava the product is about 
re powerfal than any écent 


& hundred times re 
I musé be a little too strong, 


cné would iancy. 

A victimewries torn American paper to 5aV 
thas he was completely enred ot la grippe by 
waving @ can ci white tar eamphos Oven on 
his table, and this remedy ia corzoboreved by 


; the teetimony of otasra 


Tue North German Lioyd Company claims 
to stand first on the reomd for quantity of 
mail matter carfied on ona tzip of an ocean 
Ox the 17°h ‘cf last December the 


 hteamer carried 1,002 savka of mail, 


GEME, 


THERE. is room for everybody in thid big 
world. Friction,comes trom the lact. that sco | 
many want the frent room. 

THERE are many vices which do not depriva 
us of friends; there are many virtues which 
prevent’ onr Daving any. 

Tue errors of great men and the-good deeds | 
of reprobstessghoald not.bs reekoned in on 


None are 80 fond of secrets as those who do 
not mean to keep them; such persons covet 
secrets 28 spendéshtifta covet money—for the 
purpose of circnlaticn, 

Ler each one: test shia. ambitions and see to 
it that they are worthy in themselves and laid 
on solid foundations, remembering that tbo 
truly valaable man. is valuable in every stage 
of his osreer, Onriyle-says, ‘‘ Dovthe dasy 
which lies nearest shee—which thon knoe wens 
tobea duty. Thy second duty will already 
have become clearer.” 

















HOUSEHOLD . TREASURER, 


Boston Cream.—Take one pound cf brown } 
s0gar, boil inefour quarts of saater for a j 
minute ; when oold-add two ouress tartario | 
acid, one psnnyworth essencs of lemon, and | 
white of egg switched; etrain and bottle it, 
For a drink pour ont half-a-iumbler, Oli ap 
sith water,cadd. a dittic: baking soda, stir 
shout,’akd you have a finecskeap sonling 
arink. 

Drvu1zED,,.loast.—One slica.of-toas:, one 
teaspoonful sof: batter,shalt teaspoonial of 
mustard, a fewspraing of enyenne, ome ton- 
rpocnfal of Worcester sauce, Mave the Srend 
itodly-toseted, Bent the batter with-appenn 
till guile. 2o%t,, aud 22d all, the-otherthings, 
gradnelly miming sll.quite. smooth. . Spread 
shia.,.on the toast; it, will temps a sickiy 
appaitite, 

Baxep Isprn Ptvprxe,.—Pour ons quart of 
hoilivg milk on three tablespoonfuls of graun- 
lated Btiieu mal, “Cook in a Gotibic triter 
one hour, -etitsing..often, Add a hespiag 
tablespoonfal of batter, one teaspooninl-ot 
dele, onehalf-cop ol ‘treacie,.twa «eRe 
slightly Beaten, and one’quettof-aid miik, 
Bake in a buttered dish one hour. “Serve with 
whipped cream, Measure the ppoonfala of 
ines), heaping, but do not add more ivan given 
inthe cale, as tha meal evella. and the 
pudcing would be dry. 

To Remove i Sram —Menis, wioo, ink, -o7 
meldsy stains caubs removed by fitstwetring 
the axtigles.on.the stained place. in clean, cold 
weser. Then spoly.aiosien made of one fable. 
epoonfal objemonj uiseonathatablespoon’ ud. of 
press oresua Obtartar,vand cne tablessoontal 
of oxstio acid; put all into a pint cf cistitted 





and.apply with a sof cloth till the spot ia 
ib.off | 


disappears. 


i fal of sentiment, bat no ore 


SATISFACTION ia. & Jepansia theatzs. is pro- 


; Claimed by ehouiing.ont the nameof tha actor 
OF by the words, Ten riyo!” 
‘wand riyo 1 "—s, 


*' Ong, thou- 
riya ie & yen, ® Bilver dallar, 
or theee shillings—expreesive of the evsh value 
of the acting im the estimation of the criex. 

Snovurp the Javea orow@ to Palestine in any 
eoreiderable number they conidomeither reaks 
m living at any husinges nor find! food encuch 
to suppers them, the country being misersdiy 
poor ay to egricultaral predneta, ‘The idea iz 

oan thrive ec 
thas, 

Tue vew machine is to be attached to pillar- 
boxer—only o few ut first; the magico ‘ penny 
in the #lo%'’ will entice forth a emali envelope 
containing @ littla memorandaw-book and s 
sheet or two of. blank paper, together with a 
penny atump. Ths syndicate which ig ex- 
ploiting the sohome, hopes to rake its profs 
ouvof theadvertisements inserted in the memc- 
randum books, 

Acconpina to official stetistios, there hos 
been an encrmons increase iz the consumption 
of tobacoo in Francs through the Jas’ two cr 
three years. sis estimated that each head 
of the popaiation consumes two pounds weighs 
in the week per annom, I¢ iain cigarettes that 
thelarges* inoreace is -appsrent. Cigars snd 
tobacoos for pipes ara stesdy, while the use of 
encff ia rapiciy declining. 

Women 1n one part of the world, at any rato, 
do not appreciates ‘ the right to vote.” Sirc 
1888 pthe fanseie popnlation of ‘oieies of tha 
tirat ‘class’? in Amerion hwve enjoyed the 
privitege cf »voting at omneicipe! elsotiour. 
The following ‘spring; 496 -woren were re. 
gistered in the city of Aitenison 5 
800 voted. Last-pear 291 revivtered, bt Bg 
ihan 200 voied. Tris. ysar 224 hava been re- 
gistered, but.the cleotion bus nos yet taken 
place, 

Persons who would like an exoiting vex. 
perience may have ivin Perispmudioue wait) 
they Wil revert forget. ~~ An ‘vinpeninna 
reeohaniajan bas copirived & plan for dreppicg 
s. roomfal of living pereona fror 


fi iesa than 


n 
a 


thatop te'ths 
bottom of the E:ffel Tower—a distancs of a 
thoueand fsect—-and wish no porscnsal injary 
suvedhadtemporary loss of breath, ne zoom 
in whioh the visitors sro plaeeddeeshsped: hike 
socnieak buliet;.and isvaliewed to alice into 
Space point downwards. Po break itddy!}, and 
to prevent any unpleasant concussion toitains 
mated, ‘the projestite drops iato-a @eep basin 
of water, 

Weranriisa billion 2? The reply ia very simple 
--mijlion times &miliion, This, is qniekiy 
written, and qnicker still pronoonsed. Basne 
men iaable-te count if. You .ean.connt 160 
or 170 & minute ; but les usswppore that you 
go as fares 200 then sn hour wonld produces 
12°000 a day, 288 000. ane w year, or 365days, 
105 120000. Lee va suppose now thes Adam, 
at the. bepinuing cf his existence, bad begua £0 
count, had ous) inned 46 CO £0, aud Wes GORDI 
ing still, hawould wot even now, .scccrding 
to-the usually cepposefage o2 our globe, have 
eonnted nese encesh. For to-count # billion 
he would require 9512 years, 342-days, five 


above role. ‘ 
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ROTICES TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


—_— 


J. C. B.—We know nothing of the property to which 
you refer. 

Bucrsecy.—The late Lord Aylesford died in Texas, in 
July, 1885. 

Ma, Bettz.—It is correct to say the “county town” 
of this or that county. 

Oousrrrs.—Oompton is In South Warwickshire, on 
the borders of Oxfordshire. 

Gre.—Her Majesty's ship Burydice was wrecked on 
March 24, 1878. 

F. A. L.—The answer applied to proceedings by the 
wife ; not by the guardians. 

Anxiovus.—A debt is not recoverable which has not 
been acknowledged withtn sfx years. 


Lappre.—Yes, a man may be legally married when 
ouly twenty years of age. 

Sc.pzcaacr —A boy over thirteen, who has passed 
the fourth standard, can be employed full time. 

LapyBimmp.—The “ capttal” of a country is the seat of 
Government ; in Eogland this ts London. 

Pczzizp.—The Hne “ Yet much remains to conquer 
still” will be found in Liflton’s sonnet to Cromwell. 

Dossm.—A publican {is required by law to take Ina 
dead body, if requested to do ao by a police constable. 

Lous —A landlord can only distrain on goods found 
on the debtor’s premises ; lodger’s goods being excepted. 

DxsezraDo0.—There is no diffsrence between a sentence 
of penal servitude “for life” and for ‘‘ natural life.” 

Dousrrot —" Varlet” is the same word as “ valet,” 
aad each fs an offshoot of the feudal ‘' vassal.” 

Doity.—A “ nincompoop” was originally a person not 
of sound mind (non compos mentis) 

Woacie.—1. 1844. 2 Punch started in 1841: the 
Tituatrated London News in the following year, 8. Yes. 

BarraNnta.—The carrier waa eeenee the safo 
custody of your goods while in his control. 

Larrice Neii.—S ome put faith in par: fii; others in 
cantharides, Try both in succession. 

Cortovs.—The infirmity causes its victim to mistake 
one colour for another. 

A Sorrsaen.—Oonsult a medical man. You would 
not find the information in any book. 

M. L.—A penny stamp will suffice. Some witness 
ehould be present. 

M. B.—It depends entirely on the conditions of the 
fadentare. 

Pavt.—It would be against our rule to recommend 
any particular dealer. 

Sanan.—No one can settle the question for you. It 
is a matter to be decided ieaween your husband and 
yourself alone, 

LONDONER —Hyde Park is the largest park “in 
London.” Richmond is not “fn London.” Richmond 
Park consists of 2,253 acres; Hyde Park is 390 acres, 

ae no pg sentence “ S pargit agrestes, tibi silva 
frondes” may be read as ‘'The wood scatters for you 
the ieaves of the country-side.” 

Gmsarn.—The books and instruments being the tools 
of the “emigrant” are admitted free of duty. All that 
would be necessary would be to prove the good faith. 

Gissy.—Lichfield is a city, deriving {ts charter from 
} a VL, 1549 ; and ft is also a county of a city in 

children by the first wife share 
arith those of the second wife. The widow is 
to a third of the personalty. 


Drox.—In England and Scotland shooting 
bogtas on. the Lato September, Sy tr 


LrscoLtx.—A solicitor, like any other person, is bound 
by his agreement; but, of course, you may have to 
grove that agreement. 

G. D. R.—The property being slready nny 
deed of gift, no probate would be pagablo fe 
pe NM Foe | 

lx Want or Apvica —It is impossible to advise on the 
disposal of property without fall family particulars. 
You must consult a solicitor. 

Poxcn —You can only learn the printing trade 
ee eee jucted 


HovsrHotpd Tressore.—It ts nonsense to think soda 
will freshen apythivg in cookery that is in any degree 
approaching decomposition. 

Fasnion.—Yellow is the favourite tint of the season 
for all dressy toilete and for the decoration of plainer 
gowns. 

Geor.—The snapping turtle is , name because it 
snaps fiercely at anything within its reach, and waen it 
bites a thing It is very hard to make it let go. 


Faiz Mato or Panta —A daughter at twenty years of 

eg ome legally under the control of her father, and 

pone met by mnt ae ee 

her boxes and reading her letters ; but there 

should be ne necessity for doing so if the father's 
authority ts worth anything, 





| selves siga ta his presence, and 


Sarra>) —You will fiad the quotation, ‘ And discord 
on the music fell, and darkness on the glory, “in Mra. 
Browning's very beautiful poem on “ Cowper's Grave.” 

Avausta ~A clergyman of the Church of Eagland 
may not, unless he divested himself of his clerizal 
character, sit in the House of Commons. 


R A M—Never omit regular bathing, for unless the 
skin fs in active condition the cold will close the pores 


and favour congestion and other 
A. T.—Probate or account _—— be payable. and a 
solicitor should be consulted to see that what fs d ne is 


properly done. 
AWEWARDLY Pracep —If the house fs on lease the 
ee one tenant or oe 


; tax collectors generally surveyor of 

canes for the district. _ 
Competitor —Write Secretary, 2S Gente Com- 
w, Westminster, stating your desire 


A Sorpren's Lass —If they have the man's regimental 
number, then by ‘ay Pte War > Fy Mal, 
ew told whether he is still in that 


, wo ee 8 Se Empire are the 
largest music-halis in London, snd ALY new musio- 
hall at Manchester is, we believe, the largest in the 
provinces, 

P. e407. —The City of Rome, 8.144 tons, 560 feet long, 52 
feet wide, 37 feet Soaps City of Paris, 10 500 tons, 5274 
—— 63 feet wide, and 24 feet deep; City of New York, 
same tn all respects. 

Lyrpta —The periodical to which you allude fs not 
pamed ta apy Press directory, nor have we ever heard of 
oJ a possibly an amateur publication, privately 
P 


IN THE MARKET. 


"Twas on a dark and stormy night, 

The snow was falling soft and light, 

When ‘mid a crowd both grave and bright, 
They met within a market. 


= were shining clear and 


grace, 
And —. “ How very ——- a place 
eet her—in a marke’ 


He told his love one morning bright ; 

“ Dear love, my life you not blight— 

a ity ow wigd mo Ly eee 
I met you in the market!” 


"To think, before you came,” she sald, 
1 maald forlorn Twas to be? 
Bat now "—she glanced up merrily— 

“ I'm not within the market!” 


Bee —If the dessased was an pani citizen his 


pape Apes divided according to law. 
Eine wae an Mogish cio, ten scoording to 
Gaanny.—When going from a ie gehen Se 


warmed on Gueush nose 
~ passage 


my a te tion of tot pales t is 
an Ss of the well-known electro ve moi 
eee 


in medicine, and SRalaauietbe 
Pozzizp Osx — The complete “ Conscience 
avaunt! Richard’s himself te trom Richard 
Colley Cibber’s acting 


IIL, act 5, scene fil, as 
version. 


Onaxct Biossom —The bridesmaids are supposed to 
be invited by the bride or her father ; but wine is Oo pay 
for thetr dresses te entirely a matter of private arrange- 
men! 


Harry Dick —One of pat waite te 
fea gh Gam publication of Ay 
hired and Scoupied Chand Gulag ~ agg Be 4- 
sufficlent. 


Lroyorna —Some t mouth such as 
alum—a teas eo a a 
par ag myrrh with a littie brandy added, would be 
of service. 


Lapa agg er = eee ny 
that notice position ven, case 
bills cannot be’ taken into consideration after twelve 
o'clock, which, as a rule, virtually stops their progress. 

Desprrapo.—War medals have, we believe, al 
been issued with a plain edge. We cannot say if 
recetver has ever been engraved on the 
medal before its lasue. 


Send, eh aenkas tedeee Seige haem = 
it ts mnch safer to employ one. Two witnesses 
needed, who must see the testator align, and east tenn. 
fn the presence of esch 
either witness is interested tn the wil/, he 
loses his loterest, 


i 
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June 13, 1891. 
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Waaturot —Good Friday and Christmas Day are 
pare treated as —- All questions of wages and 
onto in tna a aa 


is like a French resptrator—warming the atr 
before the latter is taken into the lungs. In same 
fashion, 5 a for 
the throat. It a need sade pan 
only catch cold, bu’ ares hoe you may 
cous te Ghat avon te a =. 
—— he or keep a man warm in winter 
summer, 


* Berry.—To make hard take two of 
flour, two ounces of ag owt 


1 
i 


Fee + salt. Put the flour, butter, sinbeaetie, 
the eggs and as much milk as will mix it into 
a stiff d Knead well, roll it out quite thin, cut 
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high the Rjukan Fos or “ Force 
Btanbbach, ta the neighbourhood of Lacterbrannen, hes 
Stanbbach, in the neigh of Lauterbrannen 
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pr St ——S the battle 
very where confasion reigned. 
SS turned back, and even driven 
back from their attack on the Russian position. But the 
bold advasce of the 420d, 79:h, and 98-d turned what at 
one time threatened a British defeat into a victory. it 
was no wonder, therefore, that as the : 


ssf 








Att Back Nomerrs. Parts and VoLumss are in print, 
and may be had of all booksellers. 


NOTICE —Part 354, Now Ready, price Sixpence, post 
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